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ADVERTISEMENT, 


HE following Tranſlations were ſelected from 
many others done by the Author in his Youth; 
for the moſt part indeed but a fort of Exerciſes, while 
he was improving himſelf in the Languages, and car- 
ried by his early Bent to Poetry, to perform them ra- 
ther in Verſe than Proſe. Mr. Dryden's Fables came 
out about that time, which occaſioned the 'Tranſlati- 
ons from Chaucer. 'They were firſt ſeparately printed 
in Miſcellanies by J. Tonſon and B. Lintot, and af- 
terwards collected in the Quarto Edition of 1717. 
The Imitations of Engliſh Authors, which follow, were 
done as early, ſome of them at fourteen or fifteen 
years old. 
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Written in the Year M. DCC. xl. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE hint of the following. piece was 42 . 
Chaucer's Houſe of Fame. The deſigu is in a man- 
ner entirely altered, the deſeriptions and moſt of the 
particular thoughts my on: yet I could not ſuffer it 
to be printed without this acknowledgment. The 
reader who would compare this with Chaucer, may 
begin with his third book of Fame, there being no- 
thing in the two firſt books that anſwers to their title: 
wherever any hint is taken from him, the paſſage it- 
- ſelf is ſet down in the notes at the end of the poem. 
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IN that ſoft ſeaſon, when deſcending-ſhowers 
Call forth the greens, and wake the riſing flowers; 
hen opening buds ſalute the welcome day, 

And earth relenting feels the genial rays | 
As balmy ſleep had charm'd my cares to reſt, 
\nd love itſelf was baniſh'd from my breaſt, 

What time the morn myſterious viſions brings, - | 
'hile-purer ſlumbers ſpread their golden wings) | 
\ train of phantoms'in wild order roſe, 

\nd join'd, this intellectual ſcene compoſe. 

I ſtood, -methought, betwixt earth, ſeas, and ſkies; 

he whole creation open to mine eyes : 

In air ſelf-balanc'd hung the globe below, 

here mountains riſe, and circling oceans flow; 
Here naked rocks, and empty waſtes were ſeen, 
here towery cities, and the foreſts green : 

Here ſailing ſhips delight the wandering eyes; 
here trees ang intermingled temples riſe; 

Now a clear fun the ſhining ſcene diſplays, 

he tranſient landſcape now in clouds decays. 
Vor. II. B + 


6 THE TEMPLE V. 27. 
O'er the wide proſpect as I gaz'd around, 
Sudden I heard a wild promiſcuous found, 
Like broken thunders that at diſtance roar, 
Or billows murmuring on the hollow ſhore : 
Then gazing up, a glorious pile beheld, 


Whoſe towering ſummit ambient clouds conceal'd. 


High on a rock of Ice the ſtructure lay, 

Steep its aſcent, and ſlippery was the way; 

The wonderous rock like Parian marble ſhone, 
And ſeem'd, to diſtant fight, of ſolid ſtone. 
Inſcriptions here: of various. Names I view'd, 

The greater part hy hoſtile time fubdo'd; 

Yet wide was fprezd their fame in ages paſt, 
And Poets onee hadi promis d they ſhould laſt. 
Some freſh engrav'd appear d of Wits renown' d; 
I look'd again, nor could their trace be found. 
Critics I ſaw; that other names deface, | 
And fix their own, with labour, in their place: 
Their own, like others, ſoon their place reſign d, 
Or diſappear d, and left the firſt behind. 
Nor was the work impair d by ſtorms alone, 

But felt th' approaches of too warm a fun ; 

For Fame, impatient of extremes, decays: 

Not more by Envy: than. excefs of Praiſe. 

Yet paxt no injuries of heaver could. feet, 

Like cryſtal faithful tu the grasing ſteel : 

The rock's high: ſummit, in the temple's ſhade, 
Nor heat cauld melt, nor beating ſtorm: invade. 
Their names inſcrib'& unnamber'& ages paſt 
From time's firſt birth, with time-it{cif. ſhall laſt ; 
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Theſe ever new, nor ſubject to decays, 
Spread, and grow brighter with the length of days. 

So Zembla's rocks (the beauteous werk of ſraſt) 
Riſe white in air, and glitter o er the coaſt; 
Pale ſuns, unfelt, at diftance roll away, 
And on th' impaſſive ice the lightnings play ; 
Eternal ſnows the growing mals fppiy, 
Till the bright mountains prop th incumbent ky; 
As Atlas fiz'd, each boary pile appears, 
The gather d winter of a thouſand years. 
On this foundation Fame's high teraple ftands 3 
Stupendous pile! net car d by mortal hands. 
Whate'er proud Rome ar artful Greece baheld, 
Or elder Babylon, its frame ci d. 
Four fages had the dome, and every face 
Of various ſiucture, but of equal grace: 
Four brazen gates, on rohmans lifted high, 
Salute the different quarters of the ky. 
Here fabled Chick in darker ages born, 
Or Worthies old, whom arms or arts adorn, 
Who cities zais'd, or tam d a monſtraus racc; 
The walls in venerabhle order grace : 
Heroes in animated marble frown, 
And Legiſlators ſeem to think in ſtone. 

Weſtward, a famptuous frontifpiece appcar'd, 
On Doric pillars of white marble rear'd, 
Crown'd with an architrave of antique mold, 
And ſculpture ring on the roughen'd gold. 
In ſhaggy ſpoils here Theſeus was beheld, 
And Perſeys dreadful with Minerva's ſhicld ; 

3 2 
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There great Alcides ſtooping with his toil, W 
Reſts on his club, and holds th' Heſperian ſpoil : A 
Here. Orpheus ſings; trees moving to the ſound H 
Start from their roots, and form a ſhade around: W 


Amphion there the loud ereating lyre Hi 
Strikes, aud beholds a ſudden Thebes aſpire! Hi 
Cithaeron's echoes anſwer to his call, Be 
And half the mountain rolls into a wall: A 


There might you ſee the length'ning-ſpires aſcend, 

The domes. ſwell up, the widening arches bend, 0 

The growing towers, like exhalations riſe, Tl 

And the huge columns heave into the ſkies. At 
The Eaſtern front was glorious to behold, Tl 

With diamond flaming, and Barbaric gold. 

There Ninus ſhone, who. ſpread th Aſſyrian fame, I 

And the great founder of the Perſian name: 1 

'There in lang robes the royab Magi ſtand, 

Grave Zoroaſter waves the circling wand : 

The ſage Chaldacans rob'd in white appear'd, 

And Brachmans deep in deſert woods rever'd. 

Theſe ſtop'd the moon, and calt*d-th' unbody'd ſhades 

To midnight banquets in the glimm'ring glades; 

Made viſionary fabrics round them riſe, 

And airy ſpectres ſkim before their eyes; 3 

Of Taliſmans and Sigils knew the pow'r, Ne 

And careful watch'd the planetary hour. 

Superior, and alone, Confucius ſtood;  - 

Who taught that uſeful ſcience, to be good. 
But on the South, a long majeſtic race 

Of Ezypt's Prieſts the gilded niches grace, 


des 
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Who meaſur d earth, defcrib'd the ſtarry ſpheres, 
And trac'd the long records of lunar years. 
High on his car Seſoſtris ſtruck my view, 
Whom ſcepter'd ſlaves in golden harneis drew: 
His hands a baw and pointed javelin hold; 
His giant limbs are arm'd in ſcales of gold. 
Between the ſtatues Obeliſks were plac'd, 
And the learn'd walls with Hieroglyphics grac d. 
Of Gothic ſtructure was the Northern fide, 
O'erwrought with ornaments of barb'rous pride. 
There huge Coloſles roſe, with trophies crown'd, 
And Runic characters were grav'd around. 
There ſat Zamolxis with erected eyes, 
nd Odin here in mimic trances dies. 
here on rude iron columns, fmear'd with blood, 
he horrid forms of Scythian heroes ſtood, 
Druids and bards (their once loud harps unſtrung) 
\nd youths that died to be by Poets ſung. | 
Theſe and a thouſand more of doubtful fame, 
o whom old fables gave a laſting name, 
In ranks adorn'd the Lemple's outward face; 
The wall in luſtre aud eſſect like glafs, 
Which o'cr each object caſting various dyes, 


Enlarges ſome, and others multiplies : 


Nor void of emblem was the myſtic wall, 
For thus romantic Fame increaſcs all. 

The Temple ſhakes, the ſounding gates nufold, 
Vide vaults appear, and roofs of fretted gold: 
Rais'd on a thouſand pillars, wreath'd around 

With laurgl-foliage, and with eagles crown's : 
__ B 3 
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Of bright tranſparent beryl were the walls, Ht 
'The freezes gold, and gold the capitals : 
As heaven with ſtars, the roof with jewels glows, 
And ever-living amps depend in rows. 

Full in the paſſage of each ſpacious gate, 

The fage Hiſtorians in white garments wait; 
Grav'd o'er their ſeats the form of Fime was found, 
His ſeythe revers'd, and both his pinions bound. Si 


Within ſtood Heroes, who thro loud alarms Ar 
In bloody fields purſu'd renown in arms. Ho 
High on a throne with trophies charg'd, I view'd Hi! 
The Youth that all things but himſelf ſabdu'd ; Et. 
His feet on ſceptres and tiaras trod, at 


And his horn'd head bely'd the Libyan God. His 
There Caeſar, grac'd with both Minervas, ſhone ; 'h 


Cacfar, the world's great maſter, and his own ; In 
Unmov'd, ſuperior ſtill in every ſtate, h 
Aud ſcarce deteſted in his Country's fate. He 


But chief were thoſe, who not for empire fought, He: 
But with their toils their people's ſaſety bought: 
High o'er the reſt Epaminondas ſtood; 

Timoleon, glorious in his brother's blood; | 
Bold Scipio, ſaviour of the Roman ſtate ; \ f 
Great in his triumphs, in retirement great; 
And wiſe Aurelius, in whoſe well- taught mind 


With boundleſs power unbounded virtue join'd, Dn 
His own ſtrict judge, and patron of-mankind. Fin 
Much ſuffering heroes next their honours claim, it 


Thoſe of leſs noify, and leſs guilty fame, he 
Fair Virtue's ſilent train: ſupreme of theſe on 


Here ever ſhines the godlike Socrates ; 


He whom ungrateful Athens could expell, 
\t all times juſt, but when he fign'd the Shell: 
Here his abode the martyr'd Phocion claims, 
Vith Agis, not the laſt of Spartan names : 
nconquer'd Cato ſhews the wound he tore, 
\nd Brutus his ill Genius meets no more. 
But in the centre of the hallow'd choir, 

Six pompous columns o'er the reſt aſpire; 
Around the ſhrine itfelf of Fame they ſtand, 
Hold the chief. honours, and the fane command. 
High on the firſt, the mighty Homer ſhone; 
Eternal adamant compos'd his throne ; 
ather of verſe! in holy fillets dreſt, 
His ſilver beard wav'd gently o'er his breaſt ; 
'ho* blind, a boldneſs in his looks appears; 
In years he ſeem'd, but not impair'd by years. 
he wars of Troy were round the pillar ſeen : 
Here fiexce Tydides wounds the Cyprian Queen; 
Here Hector glorious from Patroclus* fall, 

Here dragg'd in triumph round the Trojan wall. 

Motion and life did every part inſpire, 

Bold was the work, and prov'd the maſter's fire; 

\ ſtrong expreſſion molt he ſeem'd t affect, 

Ind here and there diſclos'd a brave neglect. 
A golden column next in rank appear'd, 


, 


Dn which a ſhrine of pureſt gold was rear'd; 
Finiſh'd the whole, and labour'd every part, 
n, Wich patient touches of unwearied art: 
he Mantuan there in ſober triumph fate, 
ompos'd his poſture, and his look ſedate 
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On Homer ſtill he fix d a reverend eye, 

Great without pride, in modeſt majeſty. 

In living ſculpture on the ſides were ſpread 

The Latian wars, and haughty Turnus dead; 
Eliza ſtretch d upon che funeral pyre, 

Aneas bending with his aged ſire: 

Troy flam'd in burning gold, and o'er the thaone 
ARMS AND- THE MAN in golden cyphers ſhone. 
Four ſwans ſuſtain a car of ſilver bright, 

With heads adranc'd, and pinions ftretch'd for flight: 
Here, like ſome furious prophet, Pindar rode, 
And ſeem'd to labour with th' inſpiring God. 
Acroſs the harp a careleſs hand he flings, 

And boldly fGiaks into the founding ſtrings. 

The figur'd games of Greece, the column grace, 
Neptune and Jove ſurvey the rapid race. 

The youths hang o'er their chariots as they run; 
The fiery ſteeds ſeem ſtarting from the ſtone ; 
The champions in diſtorted poſtures threat; 

And all appear'd irregularly great. 


Here happy Horace tun'd th Auſbnian lyre rig 
To ſweeter ſounds, and temper d Pindar's fire: ne 
Pleas'd with Aleneus manly rage t infule | it 
The ſofter ſpirit of the Sapphic Mule. Nc 
The poliſſ d pillar different ſeulptures grace; he 
A work outlaſting monumental braſs. nd 
Here ſmiling Loves and Baechansls appear, he 


The Julian ſtar, and great Auguſtus here, 
The Doves, that round the infant Poet ſpread 
Myrtles and bays, hang hovering o er his head. 
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Here, in a ſhrine that eaſts a dazzling light, 
Sate fix d in thought the mighty Stagirite; 
His ſacred head a radiant Zodiac crown'd, 
And various Animals his ſides ſurround; 
His piercing eyes, erect, appear to view 
Superior worlds, and look all Nature through. 
With equal rays immortal Tully ſhone, 
he Roman Roſtra deck'd the Conſul's throne : 
zathering his flowing robe, he ſeem'd to ſtand 
n act to ſpeak, and gdaceful ſtretch'd his Hand. 
gehind, Rome's Genius waits with Civic erowns, 
And the great Father of his country owns. 
Theſe maſſy columns in a circle rife, 
Der which a pompous dome invades the ſkies : 
carce to the top I ſtretch my aching ſight, 
o large it ſpread, and ſwell'd to ſuch a height. 
ull in the midſt proud Fame's imperial ſcat 
Vith jewels blaz'd, magnificently great; 
he vivid emeralds there revive the eye, 
he flaming rubies ſhew their fanguine dye, 
right azure rays from lively ſappbires ſtream, 
nd lucid amber caſts a golden gleam. 
ith various-colour'd light the pavement ſhone, 
And all on fire appear'd the glowing throne ; 
he dome's high arch reflects the mingled blaze, 
nd forms a rainbow of alternate rays. 
hen on the Goddeſs firſt I caſt my ſight, 
arce ſeem'd her ſtature of a cubit's height; 
ut ſwell'd to larger ſize, the more I gaz'd, 
ll to the roof her towering front ſhe rais d. 
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With her, the Temple every moment grew. 

And ampler Viſtas open d o my view : 

Upward the columns ſhoat, the roofs aſcend, 
And arches widen, and lang iles extend. 

Such was her form, as antient berds have told, 
Wings raiſe her anms, and wings her fect anfald ; 
A thouſand buſy tongues the Geddes hears, 

A thouſand open eycs, and thouſand liftening cars. 
Beneath, in arder rang d, the tuneſul Nine 

(Her virgin handmaids) fall attend the ſhrime: 
With eyes an Fame for over fix'd, they dives 

For Fame they rajſe the voice, and ume the ring; 
With time's firſt birth began the heavenly lays, 
And laſt, etergal, theo' the length of days. 
Arxound theſe wonders as I ceft 2 dook, 

The trumpet ſounded, and the tem ple hook, 
And all the nations, ſummon'd at the call, 

From different quarters fill the erouded hall: 

Of various tongues the mingled funds were heard; 
In various garbs promiſcuous thuongs appear'd : 
Thick as the bees, that with the fpring renew | 
Their flowery toils, and fip the fragrant dew, 
When the wing'd colonies firſt tempt the fey, 
O'er duſky fields and ſhaded waters Hy, 

Or ſettling, ſize the fweets the bloſſoms yield, 
And a low murmur runs along the field. 

Millions of ſuppliant eros the ſhrine attend, 
And all degrees before the Goddeſs bend: 

The poor, the rich, the valiant and the ſage, 
And boaſting youth, and narrative old age. 
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heir pleas were different, their requeſt the fame : 
For good. amd bad alike are fond of Fame. 
Some ſhe diſgrac d, and ſome with, honours-crown'd; 
'nlike fuoceſſes equal merits found. 
'hus her, blind ſiſter, fickle Fortune, reigns, 
And undiſcerning ſuatters erowns and chains. 
Firſt at the ſhrine-the Learned world appear, 
\nd to the: Goddeſs thus-prefer their prayer. 
ong have we fought t' inſtruct and pleaſe mankind, 
ith ſtudies pale, with midnight vigils blind; 
ut thank'd by few, rewarded yet by none, 
e here appeal to thy faperier throne: 
Dn wit and learning the juſt prize beſtow, 
or Fame is all we muſt expect below; 
The Goddeſs heard, and hade the Muſes raiſe 
he golden trumpet of eternal praiſe :: 
rom pole to pole the winds diſfuſt the found; 
hat fills the ciruuit of the wort around; 
d: Not all at. once, as thunder breaks the cloud; 
he notes at firſt were rather fweet than loud : 
y juſt degrees they every moment rife, 
ill the wille earth, and: gain upon tho ſkiess 
t every. breath were balmy: odours ſhed; 
hich (ill grow: ſwoeter, as they wider ſpread; 
cls fragrant ſronts th' unfolding rofe exhules; 
r ſpices breathing im Arabian gates. 
Next theſt the good: and: juſt, au awful train, 
us on. their knees addref-the ſacred” fun. 
nce living virtue is with envy curſt, 
d the beſt men are treated like the worlty 
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Do thou, juſt Goddeſs, call our merits forth, T] 
And give each deed th' exact intrinſic worth. Ye 
Not with bare juſtice ſhall your act be crown'd, A 
(Said Fame) but high above deſert renown'd : A 


Let fuller notes th' applauding world amaze, 
And the loud clarion labour in your praiſe. 

This band diſmiſs'd, behold another croud 
Prefer the ſame requeſt, and lowly bow'd; 
The conſtant tenor of whoſe well-ſpent days 
No leſs deſerv d a juſt return of praiſe. 
But ſtraight the direful Trump of Slander ſounds; 
'Thro' the big dome the doubling thunder bounds; 
Loud as the burſt of cannon rends the ſkies, 
The dire report thro' every region flies, 
In every ear inceſſant rumours rung, 
And gathering ſcandals grew on every tongue. 
From the black trumpet's luſty concave broke 
Sulphureous flames, and clouds of rolling ſmoke : 
The poiſonous vapour blots the purple {kics, 
And withers all before it as it flies. 

A troop came next, whe crowns and armour wort 
And proud defiance in their looks they bore : 
For thee (they cry'd) amidſt alarms and ſtrife, 
We ſail' d in tempeſts down the ſtream of life; 
For thee whole nations fill'd with flames and blood, No 


And ſwam to empire thro' the purple flood. SW. 
Thoſe ills we dar'd, thy inſpiration own; . | 
What virtue ſeem'd, was done for thee alone. i 


Ambitious fools! (the Queen reply'd, and frow.'d) Mit 
Be all your acts in dark oblivion drown'd; 'h 
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There ſleep forgot, with mighty tyrants gone, 
Your ſtatues moulder'd, and your names unknown ! 
A ſudden cloud ſtraight ſnatch'd them from my ſight, 
And each majeſtic phantom ſunk in night. 

Then came the ſmalleſt tribe I yet had ſeen; 
Plain was their dreſs, and modeſt was their mien. 


EGreat idol of mankind! we neither claim 


O * 


4 


The praiſe of merit, nor aſpire to fame! 
But ſafe in deſerts from th' applauſe of men, 
Would die unheard of, as we liv'd unſeen, 
Tis all we beg thee, to conceal from ſight 
hoſe acts of goodnefs, which themſelves requite. 
O let us ſtill the ſecret joy partake, - 
To follow virtue een for virtue's ſake, 
And live there men, who ſlight immortal fame? 
ho then with incenſe ſhall adore our name; 
But, mortals! know, *tis ſtill our-greateſt pride 
0 blaze thoſe virtues which the good would hide, 
Riſe! Muſes, riſe! add all your tuneful breath, 
Theſe muſt not ſleep in darkneſs and in death. 
he ſaid': in air the trembling muſic floats, 
Ind on the winds triumphant fwell the notes; 
0 ſoft, tho' high, ſo loud, and yet fo clear, 
Ev'n liſt' ning Angels lean from heav'n to hear: 
o fartheſt ſhores th Ambroſial ſpirit flies, 
Sweet to the world, and grateful to the ſkies. 
Next theſe a youthful train their vows expreſs , 
Vith feathers crown'd, with gay embroid'ry dreſs'd : 
Hither, they cry'd, direct your eyes, and ſee 
he men of plcaſure, dreſs, and gallantry ; 
Ver 35 : C ? 
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Ours is the place at banquets, balls and plays, 
Sprightly our nights, polite are all our days; 
Courts we frequent, where *tis our pleaſing care 
To pay due viſits, and addreſs the fair: 

In fact, tis true, no nymph we could perſuade, 
But till in fancy vanquiſh'd ev'ry maid; 

Of unknown Ducheſles lewd tales we tell, 

Yet, would the world believe us, all were well. 
The joy let others have, and we the name, 2 
And what we want in pleaſure, grant in fame. 

The Queen aſſents, the trumpet rends the ſkies, 
And at each blaſt a Lady's honour dies. 

Pleas'd with the ſtrange ſucceſs, vaſt numbers pre 
Around the ſhrine, and made the ſame requeſt : 
What you, (ſhe cry'd) unlearn'd in arts to pleaſe, 
Slaves to yourſelves, and ev'n fatigu'd with eaſe, Per 


Who loſe a length of undeſerving days, \s 
Would you uſurp the lover's dear-bought praiſe ? \s 
To juſt contempt, ye vain pretenders, fall, \s 
The people's fable, and the ſcorn of all. \n; 
Straight the black clarion ſends a horrid ſound, lit 
Loud laughs burſt out, and bitter ſcoffs fly round, Wl 
Whiſpers are heard, with taunts reviling loud, Dr 
And ſcornful hiſſes run through all the croud. or 

Laſt, thoſe who boaſt of mighty miſchiefs done, Ms 
Enſlave their country, or uſurp a throne; The 
Or who their glory's dire foundation lay'd The 
On ſoy'reigns ruin'd, or on friends betray'd; pre 


Calm, thinking villains, whom no faith could fix, Nic 
Of crooked councils and dark politics; ill 
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f theſe a gloomy tribe ſurround the throne, 

nd beg to make the immortal treaſons known, 

Ihe trumpet roars, long flaky flames expire, 

Vith ſparks, that ſeem'd to ſet the world on fire, 

\t the dread ſound, pale mortals ſtood aghaſt, 

\nd ſtartled Nature trembled with the blaſt. 

This having heard and ſeen, ſome pow'r unknown 
traight chang'd the ſcene, and ſnatch'd me from the 
Before my view appear'd a ſtructure fair, [throne. 
ts ſite uncertain, if in earth or air; 

Vith rapid motion turn'd the manſion round ; 

Vith ceaſeleſs noiſe the ringing walls reſound ; 

(ot leſs in number were the ſpacious doors, 

Than leaves on trees, or ſands upon the ſhores; 
Vhich ſtill unfolded ſtand, by night, by day, 
Pervious to winds, and open ev'ry way. 

\s flames by nature to the ſkies aſcend, 

\s weighty bodies to the centre tend, 

\s to the ſea returning rivers roll, 

\nd the touch'd needle trembles to the pole; 

lither, as to their proper place, ariſe 

|| various ſounds from earth, and ſeas, and ſkies; 

r ſpoke aloud, or whiſper'd in the ear; | 
lor ever ſilence, reſt, or peace is here. 

\s on the ſmooth expanſe of cryſtal lakes 


ne, 


The ſinking ſtone at firſt a circle makes; 

The trembling circle by the motion ſtirr'd, 

ppreads in a ſecond circle, then a third; 

x, Wide, and more wide, the floating rings advance, 

Ul all the wat'ry plain, and to the margin dance: 
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Thus ev'ry voice and ſound, when firſt they break, 
On ncighb'ring air a ſoft impreſſion make; 
Another ambient circle then they move; 
That, in its turn, impels the next above; 
'Thro' undulating-air the ſounds are ſent, 
And ſpread o'er all the fluid element. 

There various news I heard of love and ſtrife, 
Of peace and war, health, ſickneſs, death and life, 
Of loſe and gain, of famine and of ſtore, 1 


Of ſtorms at ſea, and travels on the ſhore, * 
Of prodigies, and portents ſeen in air, | 1 
Of fires and plagues, and ſtars with blazing hair, 7 
Of turns of Fortune, changes in the ſtate, dor 
The falls of fav'rites, projects of the great, Ir 
Of old miſmanagements, taxations new : : 5 


All neither wholly falſe, nor wholly true. 501 
Above, below, without, within, around, ä 
Confus'd, unnumber'd multitudes are found: 


Who paſs, repaſs, advance, and glide away ; An 
Hoſts rais'd by fear, and phantoms of a day: Vh 
Aſtrologers, that future fates foreſhew, t 
Projectors, quacks, and lawyers not a few; af 
And prieſts, and party-zealots, num'rous bands: * 
With home- born lies, or tales from foreign lands; uu. 
Each talk'd aloud, or in ſome ſecret place, \ 
And wild impatience ſtar'd in ev'ry face. ne 
The flying rumours gather'd as they roll'd, Vh 
Scarce any tale was ſooner heard than told; rt 
And all who told it added ſomething new, : 
And all who heard it, made enlargements too, or 


In every ear it ſpread, on ev'ry tongue it grew, 
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hus flying eaſt and weſt, and north and ſouth, 
INews travel'd with increaſe from mouth to mouth, 
5o from a ſpark, that kindled firſt by chance, 
Vith gath'ring force the quick'ning flames advance; 
ill to the clouds their curling heads aſpire, 
Ind tow'rs and temples ſink in floods of fire. 
When thus ripe lies are to perfection ſprung, 
ull grown, and fit to grace a mortal tongue, 
I'hro' thouſand vents, impatient, forth they flow, 
\nd ruſh in millions on the world below. 
ame ſits aloft, and points them out their courſe, 
Their date determines, and preſcribes their force: 
Some to remain, and ſome to perith ſoon ; 
Ir wane and wax alternate like the moon. 
Around, a thouſand winged wonders fly, 
Born by the trumpet's blaſt, and ſcatter d thro” the ſky, 
There, at one paſſage, oft you might ſurvey 
lie and truth contending for the way ; 
and long twas doubtful, both fo cloſely pent, 
Vhich firſt ſhould iſſue thro* the narrow vent: 
t laſt agreed, together out they fly, 
nſeparable now, the truth and lie; 
he ſtrict companions are for ever join'd, 
And this or that unmix'd, no mortal e'er ſhall find, 
While thus I ſtood, intent to ſee and hear, 
ne came, methought, and whiſper'd in my ear: 
Vhat could thus high thy raſh ambition raiſe ? 
rt thou, fond youth, a candidate for praiſe ? 
"Tis true, ſaid I, not void of hopes I came, 
or who ſo fond as youthful bards of Fame ? 
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But few, alas! the caſual bleſſing boaſd, 
So hard to gain, ſo eaſy to be loſt. 

How vain that ſecond life in others breath, 
Th' eſtate which wits inherit after death! 
Eaſe, health, and life, for this they muſt reſign, 
(Unſure the tenure, but how vaſt the fine!) 

The great man's curſe, without the gains, endure, 
Re envy'd, wretched, and be flatter'd, poor; 

All luekleſs wits their enemies profeſt, 

And all ſucceſsful, jealous friends at beſt. 

Nor fame I flight, nor for her favours call; 

She comes unlook'd for, if ſhe comes at all. 

But if the purchaſe coſts fo dear a price 

As ſoothing Folly, or exalting Vice: 

Oh! if the Muſe muſt flatter lawleſs ſway, 

And follow ſtill where Fortune leads the way ; 

Or if no baſis hear my riſing name, 

But the fall'n-ruins of another's fame; 

Then, teach me, heav'n-! to ſcorn the guilty bays, 
Drive from my breaſt that wretched luſt of praiſe, 
Unblemiſh'd let me live, or die unknown ; 

Oh grant an bone!t fame, or grant me noge!. 


IMITATIONS. 


Ver. 11. &c.} Theſe verſes are hinted ow the 
plowing of Chaucer, Book ii. 


Tho' beheld I fields and plains, 

Now hills, and now mountains, 

Now valeis, and now foreſtes, 

And now unneth. great beſtes, 

Now rivers, now citees, 

Now towns, now great trees, 

Now ſhippes ſayling in the ſees. 

VER. 27. High on à rock of ice, etc.] Chaucer's 


ird book of Fame. 


It ſtood upon ſo high a rock, 
Higher ſtandeth none in Spayne----- © 
What manner ſtone this rock was, 
For it was like a lymed glaſs, 

But that it ſhone full more clere; 
But of what congealed matere 

It was, I niſte zeadily; 

But at the laſt eſpied E, 

And found that it was every dele, 
A rock of iſe, and not of ſtele. 
Ver. 31. Inſcriptions here, etc.] 

Tho' ſaw I all the hill y grave 
With famaus folkes names fele, 
That had been in much wele 

And her-fames. wide y-blow; 

But well unneth might I know, 
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Any letters for to rede 

Their names by, for out of drede 

They weren almoſt off-thawen ſo, 

That of the letters one or two 

Were molte away of every name, 

So unfamous was woxe her fame; 

But men ſaid, what may ever laſt ? 

[” Væ a. 41. Nor was the work impair'd, etc. 
Tho' gan I in myne harte to caſt, ' 
That they were molte away for heate, 
And not away with ſtorms beate. 

VER. 45. Yet part no injuries, etc.] 

For on that other fide I ſey 

Of that hill which northward ley, 

How it was written full of names 

Of folkes, that had afore great ſames, 
Of old time, and yet they were 

As freſh as men had written hem there- 
The ſelf day, or that houre 

That I on hem gan to poure : - 

| But well I wiſte what it made; 

| It was conſerved with the ſhade 

| (All the writing that I ſye) 

Of the caſtle that ſtood on high, 
And ſtood eke in fo cold a place, 
That heat might it not deface. 

Ver. 132. The wall in luſtre, etc.] 

It ſhone lighter than a glaſs, 
And made well more than it was, 
As kind of thing Fame is, 
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Ven. 179. Six pompous columns, etc.] 

From the dees many a pillere, 

Of metal that ſhone not full clere, &c. 

Upon a pillere ſaw I ſtonde 

That was of lede and iron fine, 

Him of the ſet ſaturnine, 

The Ebraicke Joſephus the old, &c. 
Upon an iron pillere ſtrong, 

That painted. was all endlong, 

With tigers blood in every place, 

The Tholoſan that hight Stace, | 

That bare of Thebes up the name, &c, | 

Ve. 182.] 1 

Full wonder hye on a pillere 

Of iron, he the great Omer, 

And with him Dares and Titus, &c. 

Ver. 196, &c. 

There ſaw I ſtand on a pillere 

That was of tinned iron cleere, 

The Latin Poet Virgyle, .. 

That hath bore up of a great while 

The fame of pius AXneas : 

And next him on a pillere was 

Of copper, Venus' clerke Ovide, 

That hath ſowen wond'rous wide 

The great God of Love's fame 
Tho ſaw I on a pillere by 

Of iron wrought full ſternly, 

The great, Poct Dan Lucan, 

That on his ſhoulders: bore up thew | - 
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As high as that I might ſee, 
The fame of Julius and Pompee. 
And next on him a pillere ſtode 
Of ſulphure, like as he were wode, 
Dan Claudian, ſothe for to tell 
'That bare up all the fame of hell, &c. 
VER. 224. Pleas'd with Alcaeus' manly rage t' it 
fuſe—The ſofter ſpirit of the Sapphic Muſe.] This ex 
preſſes the mixed character of the odes of Horace 
the ſecond of theſe verſes alludes to that line of his, 
Spiritum Graiae tenuem camoenae. 
As another which follows, to 
Exegi monumentum aere perennius. 
The action of the Doves hints at a paſſage in th 
fourth ode of his third book. 
Me fabuloſae Vulture in Appule 
Altricis extra limen Apuliae, 
Ludo fatigatumque ſomno, 
Fronde nova puerum palumbes 
Texere; mirum quod foret omnibus 
Ut tuto ab atris corpore viperis 
| Dormirem et urſis; ut premerer ſacra 
| Lauroque collataque myrto, 
| | Non fine Diis animoſus infans. 


Which may be thus engliſhed; 

While yet a child, I chanc'd to ſtray, 
| And in a deſart ſleeping lay; 
ll The ſavage race withdrew, nor dar'd 
To touch the Muſes future bard; - 
But Cytherca's gentle dove 
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Myrtles and bays around me ſpread, 
And crown'd your infant poet's head, 

Sacred to Muſic and to Love. 

VeR. 259. Scarce ſeem'd her ſlature, etc.] 
Methought that ſhe was ſo lite, 
That the length of a cubite 
Was longer than ſhe ſeemed be; 
But thus ſoon in a while ſhe, 
Her ſelfe tho wonderly ſtraight, 
That with her feet ſhe the earth reight, 
And with her head ſhe touchyd heaven 

VER. 270. Beneath, in order rang d, etc.] 
heard about her throne y-ſung 1 
That all the palays walls rung, xz 
So ſung the mighty Muſe, ſhe 
That cleped is Calliope, . 
And her ſeven liſters eke 

VER. 276. Around theſe wonders, etc.] 
I heard a noiſe approchen blive, 
That far'd as bees done in a hive, 
Againſt her time of out flying; 
Right ſuch a manere murmuring, 
For all the world it ſeemed me. 

Tho gan I look about and ſee 

That there came ent'ring into th' hall, 
A right great company withal 
And that of ſundry regions, 
Of all kind of conditions, &c. 

Ver. 294. Some ſbe diſgrac'd, etc.] 
And ſome of them ſhe granted ſone, 
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And fome ſhe warned well and fair, 
And ſome ſhe granted the contrair 
Right as her ſiſter dame Fortune 
Is wont to ſerve in commune. 
Væx. 318. the good and juſt, eic.] 
Tho came the third companye, 
And gan up to the dees to hye, 
And down on knees they fell anone, 
And ſaiden: We ben everichone 
Folk that han full truely 
Deſerved Fame right>fully, 
And prayen you it might be knowe 
Right as it is, and forth blowe. 
I grant, quoth ſhe, for now we liſt 
That your good works ſhall be wiſt. 
And yet ye ſhall have better loos, 
Right in deſpite of all your foos, 
Than worthy is, and that unone. 
Let now (quoth ſhe) thy trump gone 
And certes all the breath that went 
Out of his trump's mouth ſmel'd 
As men a pot of baume held 
Among a baſket full of roſes-<- 
Ver. 328, 338. behold another croud, nn 
e black trumpet's ruſty, etc.] 
Therewithal there came anone 
Another huge companye 
Of good folke—--- 
What did this Eolus, but he 
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Took out his trump of braſs, 
That fouler than the devil was: 
And gan his tramp for to blowe, 
As all the world ſhould overthrowe. 
Throughout every regione 
Went this fout trumpet's ſoune, 
Swift as a pellet out of a gunne, 
When fire is in the powder ranne. 
And ſuch a ſmoke gan out wende, 
Out of the foul trumpet's end---&ec. 
Vrr: 356. Then came the ſmalleſt, etc.] 
I faw anone the fifth route, 
That to this lady gan loute, 
And downe on knees anone to fall, 
And to her they beſoughten all, 
To hiden there good works eke. 
And faid, they yeve not a leke 
For no fame ne ſuch renowne; 
For they for eontemplacyoune, 
And Goddes love had it wrought, 
Ne of fame would they ought. 

What quoth ſhe, and be ye wood? 
And ween ye for to do good, 
And for to have it of ho fame? 
Have ye deſpite to have my name? 
Nay ye ſhall Ken everichone: 
Blow thy trump, and that anone 
(Quoth the) thou Eolus, I hate, 
And ring theſe folkes works by rote, 
That all che world may of it heare; 
And he gan blow their loos fo cleare, 
oi, II. D 1＋ 
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In his golden clarioune, 

Through. the world went the ſoune, 
All ſo kindly, and eke ſo ſoſt, 
That their fame was blown aloft. 

Ver. 378. Next theſe a youthful train, etc.] Ti 
reader might compare theſe twenty-eight lines folloy 
ing, which contain the ſame matter, with cighty-fo 
of Chaucer, beginning thus: 

Tho came the ſixth companye, 
And gan faſt to Fame cry, &c. 
being too prolix to be here inſerted, 
VER. 406. Laſt, thoſe who boaſt of mighty, etc.) 
Tho came another companye, 
That bad y-done the treachery, &c. 

Ver. 418. This having heard and ſeen, etc.] 
Scene here changes from the Temple of Fame, tot 
of Rumour, which is almoſt entirely Chaucer's. 
particulars follow, 

Tho ſaw I ſtonde in a valey, 

Under the caſtle faſt by 

A houſe that Domus Dedali 

That Labyrinthus cleped is, 

Nas made ſo wonderly, I wis, 
Ne half fo queintly y-wrought ; 


And evermo as ſwift as thought, 

This queint houſe about went, | 

That never more it ſtill ſtent y 
And eke this houſe hath of entrees, 

As many as leaves are on trees 

In Summer, when they ben grene; 

And in the roof yet men may ſene 
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A thouſand hoels and well mo 
To letten the ſoune out go; 
And by day in every tide 

Ben all the doors open wide, 
And by night each one unſhet ; 
No porter is there one to let, 
No manner tydings in to pace: 
Ne never reſt is in that place. 

VER. 428. As flames by nature to the, etc.] This 
ought is transferred hither out of the third book of 
ame, where it takes up no leſs than one hundred 
d twenty verſes, beginning thus, 

Geffray, thou wotteſt well this, &c. | 

Vr x. 448. There various news J heard, etc.] = 

Of werres, of peace, of marriages, | 
Of reſt, of labour, of voyages, 
Of abode, of dethe, and of life, 
Of love and hate, accord and ſtrife, 
Of loſs, of lore, and of winnings, 
Of hele, of ſickneſs, and leſſings, 
Of divers tranſmutations 
Of eſtates and eke of regions, 
Of truſt, of drede, of jealouſy, 
Of wit, of winning, and of folly, 
Of good, or bad government, 
Of fire, and of divers accident. 
Ven. 458. Above, below, without, within, etc.] 
but ſuch a grete congregation 
Of folke as I ſaw roame about, 
Some within, and ſome without, 
Was never ſeen, nay ſhall be eft 
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And every wight that I ſaw there 
Rowned everich in others car 
A new tyding privily, 
Or elſe he told it openly 
Right thus, and ſaid, Knowſt not thou 
That is betide to night now? 
No, quoth he, tell me what ? 
And thc. old him this and that, &c. 


--——>-Thus north and ſouth 
Went eyery tiding fro mouth to mouth, 
And that increafing eyermo, 7 
As fire is wont to quicken and go 
From a ſparkle ſprong amiſs, | | bf 
Till all the city brent up is, - Wie 
Ve. 489. There, at one paſſage, etc.] | et 
And ſometime I ſaw there at once, le 
A leſing and a ſad ſooth ſaw | or 
That gonnen at adventure draw ., e. 
Out of a window forth to pace | 
And no man, be he ever ſo wrathe, le 
| Shall have one of theſe two, but bothe, &c. h 
Ir c 
ut 
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FROM 
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THERE liv'd in Lombardy, as Authors write, 
In days of old, a wiſe and worthy Knight; 
gentle manners, as of gen'rous race, 
leſt with much ſenſe, more riches, and ſome grace; 
et, led aſtray by Venus' ſoft delights, 
le ſcarce could rule ſome idle appetites : 
or long ago, let Prieſts ſay what they cou'd, 
cak ſinful laymen were but fleſh and blood. 
But in due time, when ſixty years were o'er, 
ſe vow'd to lead this vitious life no more; 
ſhether pure holineſs inſpir'd his mind, 
r dotage turn'd his brain, is hard to find; 
ut his high courage prick'd him forth to wed, 
ind try the pleaſures of a lawful bed. 
his was his nightly dream, his daily care, 
nd to the heav'nly pow'rs his conſtant-pray'r, 
Ince ere he dy'd, to taſte the bliſsful life 
a kind huſband and a loving wife. 
Theſe thoughts he fortify'd with reaſons ſtill, 
For none want reaſons to confirm their will.) 
D 3 
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Grave authors ſay, and witty poets ſing, 

That honeſt wedlock is a glorious thing : 

But depth of judgment moſt in him appears, 
Who wiſely weds in his-maturer years. 

hen let him chuſe a damſel young and fair, 

To bleſs his age, and bring a worthy heir; 

To ſooth his cares, and free from noiſe and ſtrife, 
Conduct him gently to the verge of life. 

Let ſinful batchelors their woes deplore, 

Full well they merit all they feel, and more: 
Unaw'd by precepts human or divine, q 
Like birds and beaſts promiſcuouſly they join | 
Nor know to make the preſent bleſſing laſt, 1 


To hope the future, or eſteem the paſt : V 
Nut vainly boaſt the joys they never try'd,. 

And find divulg'd the ſecrets they would hide. Ti 

The marry'd man may bear his yoke with eaſe, V 

Secure at once himſelf and heav'n to pleaſe; A] 

And paſs his inoſſenſive hours away, T 


In bliſs all night, and innocence all day: i 
Tho' fortune change, his conſtant ſpouſe remains, 
Augments his joys, or mitigates his pains. 

But what ſo pure, which envious tongues will ſpare 
Some wicked wits have libell'd all the fair. 
With matchleſs impudence they ſtyle a wife 
Ihe dear-bought curſe, and lawful plague of life; 
A boſom-ſerpent, a domeſtic evil, 
A night-invaſion, and a mid-day devil. 
Let not the wiſe theſe ſland' rous words regard, 
Rut curſe the bones of ev'ry lying bard. 
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All other goods by fortune's hand are giv'n, 
wife is the peculiar gift of heav'n. 
ain fortune's favours, never at a ſtay, 

ike empty ſhadows, paſs, and glide away; 
ne ſolid comfort, our eternal wife, 
abundantly ſupplies us all our life: 
This bleſſing laſts (if thoſe who try, ſay true) 

5 long as heart can wiſh— and longer too, 

Our grand fire Adam, ere of Eve poſleſs'd, 

Alone, and ev'n in Paradiſe unbleſs d, 

Vith mournful looks the bliſsful ſcenes ſurvey'd, 
Ind wander'd in the ſolitary ſhade : 

he Maker ſaw, took pity, and beſtow'd 
Voman, the laſt, the beſt reſerv'd of God. 

A wife! ah gentle deities, can he 

That has a wife, e'er feel adverſity ? 

Yould men but follow what the ſex adviſe, 

All things would proſper, all the world grow wiſe. 
Tuas by Rebecca's aid that Jacob won 
is father's bleſſing from an elder fon ; 
buſive Nabal ow'd his forfeit life 
o the wiſe conduct of a prudent Wiſe : 
pareFWHeroic Judith, as old Hebrews ſhow, 
reſerv*d the Jews, and flew th' Aſſyrian foe: 
\t Heſter's ſuit, the perſecuting ſword 
e; Nas ſheath'd, and Iſrael liv'd to bleſs the Lord, 

Theſe weighty motives, January the ſage 
aturely ponder'd in his riper age; 
\nd charm'd with virtuous joys, and ſober life, 
Yould try that Chriſtian comfart, call'd a wife. 
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His friends were ſummon'd on a point ſo nice, 
To paſs their judgment, and to give advice; 7 
But fix d before, and well refolv'd was he; ( 
(As men that aſk advice are wont to be.) 

My friends, he cry'd, (and caſt a mournful look 
Around the room, and ſigh'd before he ſpoke :) 
Beneath the weight of threeſcore years I bend, 
And, worn with cares, am haſtning to ry end; 
How I have liv'd, alas! you know too well, 

In worldly follies, which I bluſh to tell; 

But gracious heav'n has op'd my eyes at laſt, 
With due regret I view my vices paſt, 

And, as the precept of the Church decrees, 
Will take a wife, and live in holy cafe. 

But ſince by counſel all things ſhould be done, 
And many heads are wiſer till than one; 
Chuſe you for me, who beſt ſhall be content 
When my deſire's approv'd by your conſent. 
One caution yet is needfut to be told, 

To guide your ehoice; this wife muſt not be old: 
There goes a ſaying, and 'twas ſhrewdly ſaid, 
Old fiſh at table, but young fleſh in bed. 

My ſoul abhors the taſtelefs, dry embrace 

Of a ſtale virgin with a winter face: 

In that cold ſeaſon Love but treats his gueſt 
With bean-ſtraw, and tough forage at the beſt. 
No crafty widows ſhall approach my bed; 
Thoſe are too wiſe for batchelors to wed ; 

As ſubtle clerks by many ſchools are made, 
Twice-marry'd damesare miſtreſſes o' th' trade: 


* 
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Wut young and tender virgins, rul'd with caſe, 
Nie form like wax, and mould them as we pleaſe, 


When vig'rous blood forbids a chaſter life : 
Way live like ſaints, by heav'n's conſent, and mine. 


Ns, thank my ſtars, in modeſt truth I may) 
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Conceive me, Sirs, nor take my ſenſe amiſs 
is what concerns my ſoul's eternal bliſs ; 

ince if I found no pleaſure in my ſpouſe, 

s fleſh is frail, and who (God help me) knows? 

hen ſhould I live in lewd adultery, 

nd ſink downright to Satan when I die. 

were I curs'd with an unfruitful bed, 

he righteous end were loſt, for which I wed; 

0 raiſe up ſeed to bleſs the pow'rs above, 

nd not for pleaſure only, or for love. 

hink not I doat; 'tis time to take a wife, 


hoſe that are bleſt with ſtore of grace divine, 
And ſince I ſpeak of wedlock, let me ſay, 


y limbs are active, ſtill I'm found at heart, 
nd a new vigour ſprings in ev'ry part. 

hink not my virtue loſt, tho' time has ſhed 
eſe rev rend honours on my hoary head; 
hus trees are crown'd with bloſſoms white as ſnow, . 
he vital ſap then riſing from below : 

Id as I am, my luſty limbs appear 

Ike winter greens, that flouriſh all the year. 
dw, Sirs, you know to what I ſtand inclin'd, 
t ev'ry friend with freedom ſpeak his mind. 
He ſaid; the reſt in, different parts divide; 
he knotty point was urg d on either ſide: 
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Marriage, the theme on which they all declaim'd, 
Some prais'd with wit, and ſome with reaſon blam 
Till, what with proofs, objections, and replies, 
Each wondrous poſitive, and wondrous wiſe, 
There fell between his brothers a debate, 
Placebo this was calPd, and Juſtin that. 

Firſt to the Knight Placebo thus begun, 
(Mild were his looks, and pleaſing was his tone) 
Such prudence, Sir, in all your words appears, 
As plainly proves, experience dwells with years! 
Yet you purſue ſage Solomon's advice, 

To work by counſel when affairs are nice: 
But, with the wiſeman's leave, I muſt proteſt, 
So may my ſoul arrive at eaſe and reſt 

As ſtill I hold your bold advice the beſt. 

Sir, I have liv'd a Courtier all my days, 
And ſtudy'd men, their manners, and their ways; 
And have obferv'd this uſeful maxim ſtilh, 

To let my. betters always have their will. 

Nay, if my lord affirm'd that black was white, 
My word was this, your honour's in the right. 
Th' aſſuming Wit, who deems himſelf fo wile, 
As his miſtaken patron to. adviſe, 

Let him not dare to vent his dang'raus thought, 
A noble fool was never in a fault. 

This, Sir, affects not you, whoſe ev'ry word 

Is weigh'd with judgment, and befits a Lord: 
Your will is mine; and is (I will maintain) 
Pleaſing to God, and ſhould be fo to Man; 

At leaſt, your courage, all the world muſt praile 
Who dare to wed in your declining days. 
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Indulge the vigour of your mounting blood, 
" on let grey fools be indolently good, 
Who, paſt all pleaſure, damn the joys of ſenſe, 
With rev*rend-dullneſs-and grave impotence. 
Juſtin, who ſilent ſat, and; heard the man, 
Thus, with a Philoſophic frown, began. 
A heathen author, of the firſt degree, 
Who, tho' not faith, had ſenſe as well as we) 
Bids us be certain our concerns to truſt 
o thoſe of gen'rous principles, and juſt, 
ne venture's greater, I'll preſume to ſay, 
o give your perſon, than your goods away: 
ind therefore, Sir, as you regard your reſt, 
Firſt learn your ladies-qualities, at leaſt : 
Whether ſhe's chaſte or rampant, proud or civil; 
leck. xs a ſaint, or haughty as the devil; 
ether an eaſy, fond, familiar fool, 
pr ſuch a wit as no man <'er can rule. 
is true, perfection none mult hope to find 
all this world, much leſs in woman- kind; 
but if her virtues prove the larger ſhare, 
Bleſs the kind fates, and think your fortune rare, 
„gentle Sir, take warning of a friend, 
ho knows too well the ſtate you thus commend 
ad, ſpight of all his praiſes, muſt declare, 
All he can find is bondage, coſt, and care. 
eav'n knows, I ſhed full many a private tear, 
nd ſigh in filence, leſt the world ſhould hear: 
all my friends applaud my bliſsful life, 
d ſwear no mortal's happier in a wife; 


. 
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Demure and chaſte as any veſtal nun, 

The meekeſt creature that beholds the ſun ! 
But, by th' immortal pow'rs, I feel the pain, 
And he that ſmarts has reaſon to complain. 
Do what you liſt, for me; you mult be fage, 
And cautious ſure; for wiſdom is in Age: 
But at theſe years, to venture on the fair! 

By him, who made the ocean, earth, and air, 
To pleaſe a wife, when her occaſions call, 
Would buſy the moſt vig'rons of us all. 

And truſt me, Sir, the chaſteſt you can chuſe 
Will aſk obſervance, and exact her dues. 

If what I ſpeak my noble lord offend, 

My tedious ſermon here is at an end. 

"Tis well, 'tis wond'rous well, the Knight 
Moſt worthy kinſman, faith you're mighty wile! 
We, Sirs, are fools; and mult reſign the cauſe 
To heath*niſh Authors, pr, <rbs, and old ſaws. 
He ſpoke with ſcorn, and turn'd another way: 
What does my friend, my dear Placebo ſay ? 

I fay, quoth he, by heav'n the man's to blam 
To ſlander wives, and wedlock's holy name, 

At this the council roſe, without delay; 
Each, in his own opinion, went his way; 
With full conſent, that, all diſputes appeas'd, 
The Knight ſhould marry, when, and where he ple 

Who now but January exults with joy? 
The charms of wedlock all his foul employ : © 
Each nymph by turns his wav'ring mind poſſeſt, 
And reign'd the ſhort-liv'd tyrant of his breaſt; 
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fancy pictur d every lively part, 

id each bright image wander d oer his heart. 

Fhus, in ſome public Forum fix' d on high, 
mirrour ſhows the figures moving by 

Pull one by one, in fwift ſucceſſion, pals 

Ehe gliding ſhadows o'er the poliſh'd glaſs. 

is lady's charms the niceſt could not blame, 

But vile ſuſpicions had aſpers'd her fame; 


nd-one had grace, that wanted all the reſt. 
Enus doubting long what nymph he ſhould obey, 
le fix d at laſt upon the youthful May. 
Wer faults he knew not, Love is always blind, 
ut every charm'revolv'd within his mind: 
r tender age, her form divinely fair, 
ter eaſy motion, her attractive ain, 
ler ſweet behaviour, her enchanting face, 
tr moving ſoftneſs, and majeſtic grace. 
Much in his prudence did our Knight rejoice. 
nd thought no mortal could diſpute his che: 
no pace more in haſte he ſummon'd every friend, 
Id told them all, their pains were at an end. 
eren, that (ſaid he) inſpir d me firſt to wed, 
orides a conſort worthy of my bed: 
t none oppoſe th' election, {ifice on this 
epends my quiet, and my future bliſs. 

A dame there is, the darling of ary eyes, 
ſoung, beauteous, artleſs, innocent, and wiſe: 
haſte, tho* not rich; and tho? not nobly born, 
r honeſt parents, and may ſerve my turn. 
Vor, II. E + 


at was with ſenſe, but not with virtue, blett; -; 
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Her will I wed, if gracious heaven ſo pleaſe; * 
To paſs my age in ſanctity and eaſe : 
And thank the powers, I may poſſeſs alone 
The lovely prize, and ſhare my bliſs with none! 
If you, my friends, this virgin can procure, 1 
My joys are full, my happineſs is ſure. | 
One only doubt remains : Full oft I've heard, 
By caſuiſts grave, and deep divines averr'd; 
That*tis too much for human race to know 
The bliſs of heaven above, and earth below. 
Now ſhould the nuptial pleaſures prove fo great, | 
To match the bleſſings of the future ſtate, | 
Thoſe endleſs joys were ill exchang'd for theſe; * 
Then clear this doubt, and ſet my mind at eaſe.” 
This Juſtin heard, nor could his ſpleen contre | 
Touch'd to the quick, and tickled at the foul. 
Sir Knight, he cry'd, if this be all yonr dread, 
Heaven put it paſt your doubt, whene'er you wech | 
And to my fervent prayers ſo far conſent, 
That e' er the rites are o'er, you may repent! 
Good heaven, no doubt, the nuptial-ſtate appro 
Since it chaſtiſes ſtill what beſt it loves. 
Then be not, Sir, abandon'd to deſpair; 
Seek, and perrhaps you'll find among the fair, 
One that may do your buſineſs to a hair; 
Not even in wilh, your happineſs delay, 
But prove the ſcourge to laſh you-on your way? 
Then to the ſkies your mounting ſoul ſhall go, 
Swift as an arrow ſoaring from the bow! 
Provided ſtill, you moderate your joy, 
Nor in your pleaſures all your might employ, 
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t reaſon's rule your ſtrong deſires abate, 
Mor pleaſe too laviſhly your gentle mate. 
al wives there are, of judgment moſt acute, 
ſho ſolve theſe queſtions beyond all diſpute; 
Ponſult with thoſe, and be of better chear; 
Marry, do. penance, and diſmiſs your fear. 
$o-faid, they roſe, nor more the work delay'd; 
e match was offer d, the propoſals made. 
Hue parents you may think would ſoon comply; 
Ihe Old have intereſt ever in their eye. 
Per was it hard to move the Lady's mind; 
hen ſortune favours, ſtill the Fair are kind. 
paſs each previous ſettlement and deed, 
00 long for me to write, or you to read; 
vr will with quaint impertinence diſplay 
de pomp, the pageantry, the proud array. 
ie time approach'd, to Church the parties went, 
t once with carnal and devout intent : 
North came the Prieſt, and bade th' obedient wife 
ke Sarah or Rebecca lead her life: 

hen pray d the powers the fruitful bed to bleſs, 
Id made all ſure enough with holineſs. 


And now the palace-gates are open'd wide, 


ie gueſts appear in order, ſide by ſide, 

ad plac'd in ſtate, the bridegroom and the bride. 
e breathing flute's ſoft notes are heard around, 
ad the ſhrill trumpets mix their ſilver ſound; 

ie vaulted roofs with echoing muſic ring, [ſtring. 
ſe touch the vocal ſtops, and thoſe the trembling 
ot thus Amphion tun'd the warbling lyre, 
ſor Joab the ſounding elarion could inſpire, 
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Nor fierce Theodamas, whoſe ſprightly ſtrain 
Could ſwell the foul to rage, and fire the martial ti 
Bacchus himſelf, the nuptial feaſt to grace, | 
(So Poets ſing) was preſent on the place: 
And lovely Venus, Goddeſs of delight, 4 
Shook high her flaming torch in open ſight, con 
And danc'd around, and ſmil'd on every knight Ins 
Pleas'd her beſt ſervant would his courage try, He | 


No leſs in wedlock, than in liberty. His 
Full many an age old Hymen had not ſpy'd Tell 
So kind a bridegroom, or ſo bright a bride.  "FThe 
Ye bards! renown'd among the tuneful throng- Wee 
For gentle lays, and joyous nuptial ſong ; 1 
Think not your ſofteſt numbers can diſplay For 
The matchleſs glories of this bliſsful day: Wh 


The joys are ſuch, as far tranſcend your rage, Ane 
When tender youth has wedded ſtooping age. FThe 
"The beauteous dame fat ſmiling at the board, Zac 


And darted amorous glances at her lord. 7 
Not Heſter's ſelf, wheſe charms the Hebrews ſing $0 | 
E'er look'd ſo lovely on her Perſian King: But 
Bright as the riſiug ſun in ſummer's day, n. 
And freſh and blooming as the month of May! Sat) 
The joyful knight ſurvey'd; her by his ſide, Can 
Nor envy'd Paris with the Spartan bride: on 
Still as his mind revolv'd with vaſt delight An. 
Th' entrancing raptures of th' approaching night, | 
Reſtleſs he fat, invoking every power The 


To ſpeed his bleſs, and haſte the happy hour. Wh 
Meantime the vigorous dancers beat the ground, Ti: 
And ſongs were ſung, and flowing bowls, went re 
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wich odorous ſpices they perfum'd the place, 
And mirth and vigour ſhone in every face. 
Damian alone of all the menial train, 
dad in the midſt of triumphs, ſigh' d for pain; 
ba mian alone, the knight's obſequious ſquire, 
conſum'd at heart, and fed a ſecret fire. 

Bis lovely miſtreſs all his foul poſſeſs d, 

He look'd, he languiſh'd, and could take no reſt: 
His talk perform'd, he ſadly went his way, 
ell on his bed, and loath'd the light of day. 
Irhere let him lie; till his relenting dame 
Weep in her turn, and waſte in equal flame. 

The weary ſun, as learned Poets write, 
Forſook the Horizon, and roll'd down the light; 
While glittering ſtars his abſent beams ſupply, 

And night's dark mantle. overſpread the ſky. 

Then roſe the gueſts; and as the time requir'd, 
ach paid his thanks, and decently retir'd.. | 

The toe one gone, our Knight prepar d. t' undreſs, 

So keen he was, and eager to poſſeſs: | 

hut firſt thought fit th' aſſiſtance to receive, 

Which. grave Phyſicians ſcruple not to give; 

"FW oatyrion near, with hot Eringo's ſtood, 
Cantharides, to fire the lazy blood,, | 
Whoſe uſe old bards deſcribe in luſcious rhimes, | 
And Critics learn'd explain'd to- modern times. | 

By this the ſheets were ſpread, the bride undreſs'd, 
The room was ſprinkled, and the bed was bleſs'd. 
What next enſu'd beſeems not me to ſay; 

Tis ſung, he labour detill the dawning day, 
E 3 
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4 JANUARY AND MAY. v. 305. 
Then briſkly ſprung from bed, with heart ſo light, 
As all were nothing he had done by night; 
And ſip'd his cordial as he fat upright. | 
He kiſs'd his balmy ſpouſe with wanton play; 
And feebly ſung a luſty roundelay :. ; 108 
Then on the couch his weary limbs he caſts 
For every labour muſt have reſt at laft. 

But anxious cares the penſive ſquire oppreſt; 
Sleep fled his eyes, and peace forſook his breaſt;-  *Þ 
The raging flames that in his boſom dwell, 

He wanted. art to hide, and means to tell. 
Yet hoping time th'occafion might betray, 
Compos'd a ſonnet to the lovely May ; 
Which writ and folded with the niceſt art, 
He wrapp'd in ſilk, and laid upon his keart. 

When now the fourth revolving day was run, 
(Twas June, and Cancer had receiv'd the ſun) 
Forth from her chamber came the beauteous bridegFAnd 
The good old knight moy'd flowly by her ſide. Y 
High maſs was ſung; they feaſted in the hall); Tou 
The ſervants round ſtood ready at their call. 
'The ſquire alone was abſent from the board, 
And much his ſickneſs griev'd his worthy lord, But 
Who pray'd his ſpouſe; attended with her train, Was 


To viſit Damian, and divert his pain. E 
Th'obliging dames obey*d with one confent ; WPlca 
They left the hall, and to his lodging went. you 
The female tribe ſurround him as he lay, Der 
And cloſe beſide him fat the gentle May: For, 
Where, as ſhe try d his pulſe, he ſoftly drew. t! 


A heaving ſigh, and caſt a mournful view! 
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zen gave his bill, and brib'd the powers divine, 
With ſecret vows, to favour his deſiggn. 
Who-ſtudies now but diſcontented May? 

Jon her ſoft couch uncafily ſhe lay: 
elumpiſh huſband ſnor d away the night, 
ill coughs awak'd him ne' er the morning light, 
What then he did, il not preſume to tell, 
Nor if ſhe thought herſelf in heaven or hell: 
Moneſt and dull in nuptial bed they lay, 
"FTil the bell toll'd, and all aroſe to pray. 
Were it by forceful deſtiny decreed, | 
dr did from chance, or. nature's power proceed; 
dr that ſome ſtar, with aſpect kind to love, 
Shed its ſelecteſt influence from above; 
Whatever was the cauſe, the tender dame 
Felt the firſt motions of an infant flame; 
Receiv'd th' impreſſions of the love-lick ſquire, 
nd waſted in the ſoft infectious fire. 
Ye fair, draw near, let May's example move = 
four gentle minds to pity thoſe who love! = 

I ſome fierce tyrant in her ſtead been found, | 

The poor adorer ſure had hang'd or drown'd : 
but ſhe, your ſex's mirrour, free from pride, 

Was much too meek to prove a homicide. 

But to my tale: Some ſages have defin'd: 

leaſure the fovereign bliſs of humankind : 

Our Knight (who ſtudy'd much, we may ſuppoſe}, 
Deriv'd his high philoſophy from thoſe; 
For, like a prince, he bore the vaſt expence 
ec laviſh pomp, and proud magnificence > 
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His houſe was ſtately, his retinue gay, 
Large was his train, and gorgeous his array. 
His ſpacious garden made to yield to none, | 
Was compaſs'd round with walls of folid ſtone; - 
Priapus cauld not half deſcribe the grace v 
(Tho' God of gardens); of this charming place: 
A place to tire the rambling wits of France 
In long deſcriptions, and exceed Romance; 
Enough to ſhame the gentleſt bard that ſings 
Of painted meadows, and. of purling ſprings. 
Full in the centre of the flowery ground,, 
A cryſtal fountain ſpread its ſtreams around, 
The fruitful banks with verdant laurels crown'd ; 
About this ſpring (if antient fame ſay true) Full 
The dapper Elves their moon- light ſports purſues Nad 
Their pigmy king, and little fairy queen, © 
In circling dances gambol'd on the green, 
White tuneful ſprites a merry concert made, 
And azry muſic warbled thro' the ſhade. 
Hither the noble knight would oft repair, 
(His ſcene of pleaſure, and peculiar care) 
For this he held it dear, and always bore 
The lilyer key that tock'd the garden-door. 
To this ſweet place in ſummer's ſultry heat, 
He us'd from noiſe and bulineſs to retreat; 
And here in dalliance ſpend the live-long day, 
Solus cum ſola, with his ſprightly May. 
For whate'er work was undiſcharg'd a-bed, 
The duteous knight in this fair garden ſped, © ue 
But ah! what mortal lives of bleſs ſecure? fem 
How ſhort a ſpace our worldly joys endure ? 
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0 Fortune, fair, like all thy treacherous kind, 
But faithleſs (till, and wavering as the wind! 
FO painted monſter, form'd mankind to cheat, 

With pleaſing poiſon, and with ſoft deceit! 
his rich, this amorons, venerable knight, 
Amidſt his eaſe, his ſolace, and delight, 
struck blind by thee, reſigns his days to grief, 
nd calls on death, the wretch's laſt relief. 
Ihe rage of jealouſy then ſeiz d his mind, 

For much he fear'd the faith of woman-kind. 
His wife not ſuffer'd from his (ide to ſtray, 


bridg'd her pleaſures, and confin'd her ſway. 
Full oft in tears did hapleſs May complain, 

the look'd on Damian with a lover's, eye, 

or oh! *twas fix d; ſhe muſt poſſeſs or die! 
Nor leſs impatience vex'd her amorous ſquire, 
Nild with delay, and burning with deſire. 
ſatch'd as ſhe was, yet could not he refrain 
by ſecret writing to diſcloſe his pain: 

the dame by ſigns reveal'd her kind intent, 


Erho' they could fee as far as ſhips can fail ? 
is better, fare, when blind, deeeiv'd to be, 
ban be deluded when a man can ſee! 
Argus himſelf, ſo cautious and {6 wiſe, 
Was over-watch'd, for all his hundred eyes: 
o many an honeſt huſband may, tis known, 
ho, wiſely, never thinks the caſe bis o um. 


Was captive kept, he watch'd her night and day, 


\nd ſigh'd full oft; but ſigh'd and wept in vain: 


Will both were conſcious what each other meant. 
Ah, gentle Knight, what would thy eyes avail, 


; 


[ 
: 
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The dame at laſt, by diligence and care, * Ie 

Procur'd the key her knight was wont to bear; 

She took the wards in wax before the fire, 

And gave th' impreſſion to the truſty ſquire. 

By means of this ſome wonder ſhall appear, 
Which, in due place and ſeaſon, you may hear. 
Well ſung ſweet Ovid, in the days of yore, 
What ſlight is that, which love will not explore? 
And Pyramus and Thiſbe plainly ſhow | 
The feats true lovers, when they liſt, can doz ro di 
Tho' watch'd and captive, yet in ſpite of all, fegec 
They found the art of kifling thro' a wall. her 


But now no longer from our tale to ſtray; nd! 
It happ'd, that once upon a ſummer's day, Dla a. 
Our reverend knight was urg' d to amorous play; Whill 
He rais'd his ſpoufe ere Matin-bell was rung, or a 
And thus his morning-canticle he ſang. Tick 


Awake, my love, diſcloſe thy radiant eyes; he l 
Ariſe, my wife, my beauteous lady, riſe 
Hear how the doves with penſive notes compleiny he 6 
And in ſoft murmurs tell the trees their pain; 
The winter's paſt; the clouds and tempeſts fly; 
The ſun adorns the fields, and brightens all the fy 
Fair without ſpot, whoſe every charming part iy ul 


My boſom wounds, and captivates my heart: lake 
Come, and in mutual pleaſures let's engage, 4 diſpla 
Joy of my life, and comfort of my age. | ſeal t 

This heard, to Damian ſtraight a ſign ſhe made, Mad u 
To haſte before; the gentle ſquire obey'd ; Ware c 


Secret, and undeſcry'd, he took his way, 
And ambuſh'd cloſe behind an arbour lay. 


It was not long ere January came, 
ad hand in hand with him his lovely dame; 
lind as he was, not doubting all was ſure, 
He turn'd the key, and madethe gate ſecure, 
Here let us walk, he ſaid, obſerv'd by none, 
onſcious of pleaſures to the world unknown: 
> may my ſoul have joy, as thou, my wife, 
far the deareſtolace of my life; 
rather would Tchuſe, by heaven above, 
o die this inſtant, than to loſe thy love. 
Neflect what truth was in my paſſion ſhewn, 
When unendow'd I took thee for my own, 
nd ſought no treaſure but thy heart alone. 
Dd as J am, and now depriv'd of fight, 


or age, nor blindneſs rob me of delight. 
Fach other loſs with patience I can bear, 
Ehe loſs of thee is what Lonly fear. 
Conſider then, my lady, and my wife, 
The ſolid comforts of a virtuous life. 
firſt, the love of Chriſt himſelf you gain; 
ext, your own honour undefild maintain; 


Whilſt thou art faithful to thy own true Knight, 
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Mad laftly, that which ſure your mind»muſt move, 


ly whole eſtate ſhall gratify your love: 


lake your own terms, and e'er to-morrow's ſun 


diplays his light, by heaven it ſhall be done. 
ſeal the contract with a holy kiſs. 


; ac will perform, by this—my dear, and this 
are comfort, ſpouſe, nor think thy Lord unkind; 


i love, notyealouſy, that fires my mind. 


; 
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For when thy charms my ſober thoughts engage; Þ 
And join'd to them my own unequal age, "Wh 
From thy dear ſide I have no power to part, Phe 
Such ſecret tranſports warm my melting heart. MNnd 
For who that once poſſeſs d thoſe heavenly char Tw. 
Could live one moment abſent from thy arms? ind 

He ceas'd; and May with modeſt grace rephy Mbit 
(Weak was her voice, as while ſhe ſpoke, ſhe cry nd 
Heaven knows (with that a tender ſigh ſhe drew) he 
I have'a ſoul to ſave as well as you; he 
And, what no leſs yon to my charge commend, Wa 
My deareſt honour, will to death defend. is h 
To you in holy Church I gave my hand, ad 
And join'd my heart in wedlock's ſacred band! g 
Yet after this, if you diſtruſt my care, lear 
Then hear, my lord, and witneſs what I ſwears Riad 

Firſt may the yawning earth her boſom rend, F** pi 
And let me hence to hell alive deſcend; \nd * 


Or die the death I dread no leſs than hell, It 
Sew'd in a ſack, and plung'd into a well; bet 
Ere I niy fame by one lewd act diſgrace, | nd | 


Or once renounce the honour of my race. d fea 
For know, Sir Knight, of gentle blood I came, he k 
I loath a whore, and ſtartle at the name. 
But jealous men on their own crimes reflect, 
And learn from thence their ladies to ſuſpect? he d 
Elſe why theſe needleſs cautions, Sir, to me? ö 
Theſe doubts and fears of female conſtancy ! 

This chime till rings in every lady's ear, 

The only ſtrain a wife muſt hope to hear. "F 
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Thus while ſhe ſpoke a ſidelong glance the caſt, 
here Damian kneeling, worſhip'd as ſhe paſt. . . 

She faw him watch the motions of her eye, 1 
nd ſingled out a pear- tree planted nigh : 9 

was charg'd with fruit that made a goodly ſhow, „ N 

ind hung with dangling pears was every bough. il 

hither th'ꝰ obſequious ſquire addreſs'd his pace, 

ad climbing, in the ſummit took his place; 

J he Knight and Lady walk'd beneath in view, 

Where let us leave them, and our tale purſue. - 
was now the ſeaſon when the glorious ſun | ll 
is heavenly progreſs thro' the Twins had run; 
ad Jove, exalted, his mild influence yields, 

o glad the glebe, and paint the flowery fields. 
lear was tlie day, and Phoebus, riſing bright, 

lad ſtreak'd the azure firmament with light; 

He pierc'd the glittering clouds with golden ſtreams, 

nd warm'd the womb of carth with genial beams. 
It ſo befel, in that fair morning-tide, 5 
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Ehe Fairies ſported on the garden-ſide, 
ad in the midſt their Monarch and his bride. 
o featly tripp'd the light-foot ladies round, | 
Fhe knights ſo nimbly o'er the greenſword bound, 
That ſcarce they bent the flowers, or touch'd the | 
ground. | 

The dances ended, all the fairy train 1 
or pinks and daiſies ſearch'd the flowery plain; 
hile on a bank reclin'd of riſing green, 


Thus, with a frown, the ”_— beſpoke his Queen. 
Vor. II. 7 1 
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"Tis too apparent, argue what you can, 
The treachery you women uſe to man: 

A thouſand authors have this truth made out, 
And ſad experience leaves no room for doubt. 
Heaven reſt thy ſpirit, noþle Solomon, 

A wiſer monarch never ſaw/ the ſun : 
All wealth, all honours, the ſupreme degree 
Of earthly bliſs, was well beſtow'd on thee! ay 
For ſagely haſt thou ſaid : Of all mankind, 
One only juſt, and righteous, hope to find : N 
But ſhould thou ſearch the ſpacious world around, 
Yet one good woman is not to be found. 
Thus ſays the King who knew your wickedneſy; 
The ſon of Sirach teſtifies no leſs. 
So may ſome wildfire on your bodies fall, 
Or ſome devouring plague conſume you all; he 
As well you view the leacher in the tree, How 
And well this honourable Knight you ſee ; 
But ſince he's blind and old (a helpleſs caſe) 
His Squire ſhall cuckold him before your face. 
Now by my own dread majeſty I ſwear, 
And by this awful ſceptre which I bear, 
No impious wretch ſhall *ſcape unpuniſh'd long, 
That in my preſence offers ſuch a wrong. 
I will this inſtant undeceive the Knight, 
And in the very act reſtore his fight : 
And ſet the {trumpet here in open view, 
A warning to theſe Ladies, and to you, 
And all the faithleſs ſex, for ever to be true. 
I 
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And will you fo, reply'd the Queen, indeed ? 
Now, by my mother's ſoul it is decreed, 
She ſhall not want an anſwer at her need. 
For her, and for her daughters, I'll engage, 
And all the ſex in each ſucceeding age; 
Art ſhall be theirs to varniſh an offence, 
And fortify their crimes with confidence. 
ay, were they taken in a ſtrict embrace, 
n with both eyes, and pinion'd on the place; 
All they ſhall need is to proteſt and ſwear, 
d, Breathe a ſoft ſigh, and drop a tender tear; 
ill their wiſe huſbands, gull'd by arts like theſe, 
Grow gentle, tractable, and tame as geeſe. 

What tho' this ſlanderous Jew, this Solomon, 
all'd women fools, and knew full many a one; 
he wiſer wits of later times declare, 

How conſtant, chaſte, and virtuous women are : 
itneſs the martyrs, who reſign'd their breath, 

ne in torments, unconcern'd in death; 

ind witneſs next what Roman Authors tell, 

How Arria, Portia, and Lucretia fell. 

But ſince the ſacred leaves to all are free, 

ind men interpret texts, why ſhould not we? 

By this no more was meant, than to have ſhown, 
hat ſovereign goodneſs dwells in him alone 

ho only Is, and is but only One. 

but grant the worſt; ſhall women then be weigh'd 
by every word that Solomon has ſaid ? 

at tho' this King (as antient ſtory boaſts) 

Built 2a*fair Temple to the Lord of Holts; 

12 


- 
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Thus ſinging as he went, at laſt he drew 
Wy eaſy ſteps, to where the Pear- tree grew: 
he longing dame look'd up, and ſpy'd her Love 
ull fairly perch'd among the boughs above. 
She ſtopp'd, and ſighing: Oh good Gods! ſhe cry'd, 
Vhat pangs, what ſudden ſhoots diſtend my ſide? 
) for that tempting fruit, ſo freſh, ſo green; 
elp, for the love of heaven's immortal Queen! 
elp, deareſt Lord, and fave at once the life 
df thy poor infant, and thy longing wife! 
Sore ſigh'd the Knight to hear his Lady's cry, 
ut could not climb, and had no ſervant nigh : 
Did as he was, and void of eye-ſight too, 
What could, alas! a helpleſs husband do? 
nd muſt I languiſh then, ſhe ſaid, and die, 
let view the lovely fruit before my eye? 
t leaſt, kind Sir, for charity's ſweet fake, 
ouchſafe the trunk between your arms to take; 
hen from your back I might aſcend the tree; 
Vo you but ſtoop, and leave the reſt to me. 
With all my foul, he thus reply'd again, 
d ſpend my deareſt blood to eaſe thy pain. 
With that, his back againſt the trunk he bent, 
be ſeiz'd a twig, and up the tree ſhe went. . 
Now prove your patience, gentle ladies all! 
or let on me your heavy anger fall : 
s truth I tell, tho' not in phraſe refia'd; 
bo' blunt my tale, yet honeſt is my mind. 
hat feats the Lady in the Tree might do, 
Paſs, as gambols never known to you; 
F 3 
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But ſure it was a merrier fit, the ſwore, 

Than in her life ſhe ever felt before. 

In that nice moment, lo! the wondering Knight 
Look'd out, and ſtood reſtor d to ſudden fight. 
Straight on the tree his eager eyes he bent, 

As one whoſe thoughts were on his ſpouſe intent; 
But when he faw his boſom-wife fo dreſt, 

His rage was ſuch as cannot be expreſt : 

Not frantic mothers when their infants die, 

With louder clamours rend the vaulted {ky : 

He cry'd, he roar'd, he ſtorm'd, he tore his hairs 
Death! hell! and furics! what doſt thou do there! 
What ails my Lord? the trembling dame replyPi 
thought your patience had been better try d: 
Is this your love, ungrateful and unkind, 

This my reward for having cur d the blind? Ee 
Why was I taught to make my buſbund fee, For, 
By ſtruggling with a Man upon a Tree? Wet | 
Did I for this the power of magic proxe ? by h 
Unhappy wife, whoſe crime was too much love! 
If this be ſtruggling, by this holy light, 

"Tis ſtruggling with a vengeamee (quoth the Kn 
Zo heaven preſerve the ſight it has reftor'd, 

As with theſe eyes I plainly faw thee whor'd; 
Whor'd by my flave—perfidious wretch ! may hell 
As ſurely ſeize thee, as I aw too well. 
Guard me, good Angels! cry'd the gentle Mayo ju 
Pray heaven, this magic work the proper war! 
Alas, my love! 'tis certain, could you ſee, 
You ne'er had us d theſe killing words to me: 
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$ help me, Fates, as tis no perfect ſight, 
But fore faint glimmering of a doubtful light. 
What I have faid (quoth he) I muſt maintain, 
For by the immortal powers it ſeem'd too plain 
By all thoſe pow'rs, ſome frenzy ſeiz'd your mind, 
(Reply'd the dame) are theſe the thanks 1 find? : 
WVretch that I am, that I was e'er fo kind! 
he ſaid; a riſing ſigh expreſs d her woe, 
he ready tears apace began to flow, 
\nd, as they fell, ſhe wip'd from either eye 
be drops, (for women when they liſt, can cry.) 
The Knight was touch'd, and in his looks appear'd 
digns of remorſe, while thus his ſpouſe he chear'd : 
ladam, tis paſt, and my ſhort anger o'er; 
ome down, and vex your tender heart no more: 
xcuſe me, dear, if aught amiſs was faid, 
For, on my ſoul, amends ſhall ſoon be made: 
et my repentance your forgiveneſs draw, 
dy heaven, I ſwore but what I thought I ſaw. 
Ah my lov'd lord! *twas much unkind (ſhe cry'd) 
In bare ſuſpicion thus to treat your bride. 
but till your ſight's eſtabliſh'd, for a while, 
mperfect objects may your ſenſe beguile. 
us when from ſleep we firſt our eyes diſplay, 5 


he balls are wounded with the piereing ray, 

nd duſky vapours riſe, and intercept the day. 

o juſt recovering from the ſhades of night, 

our ſwimming eyes are drunk with ſudden light, 
range phantoms dance around, and ſkim before 
your ſight ; 
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Then, Sir, be cautious, nor too faſhly deem; 
Heaven knows how ſeldom things are what they ſee 
Conſult your reaſon, and you ſoon ſhall find 
Twas you were jealous, not your wife unkind : 
Jove ne'er ſpoke oracle more true than this, 
None judge ſo wrong as thoſe who think amiſs. 

With that ſhe leap'd into her Lord's embrace, 
With well diſſembled virtue in her face. 

He hugg' d her cloſe, and kiſs d her o'er and o'er, 
Diſturb'd with doubts and jealouſies no more: 


* 


Both, pleas'd and bleſs'd, renew'd their mutual von 


A fruitful wife, and a believing ſpouſe. 
Thus ends our tale, whoſe moral next to make, 
Let all wiſe huſbands hence example take; 
And pray, to crown the pleaſure of their lives, 
To be fo well deluded by their wives. 
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MWEHOLD the woes of matrimonial life, 


And hear with reverence an experienc'd wife ! 
o dear-bought wiſdom give the credit due, 

ad think, far once, a woman tells you true. 

i all theſe trials I have born a part, 

was myſelf the ſcourge that caus'd the ſraart ; 
or, ſince fifteen, in triumph have I led 

re captive Huſbands from the Church to bed. 
Chriſt ſaw a wedding once, the Scripture ſays, 
nd ſaw but one, tis thought, in all his days; 
ſhence ſome infer, whoſe canſcience is too nice, 
o pious Chriſtian ought to marry twice. 

But let them read, and folve me, if they can, 

e words addreſs'd to the Samaritan : 

Ire times in lawful wedlock ſhe was join'd; 

ad fure the certain ſtint was ne'er defin'd. 
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&« Increaſe and multiply,” was Heaven's comm 
And that's a text I clearly underſtand. 
This too, Let men their fires and mothers leave 
« And to their dearer wives for ever cleave.” „ 
More wives than one by Solomon were try'd, 
Or elſe the wiſeſt of mankind's bely'd. 
I've had myſelf full many a merry fit; 
And truſt in heaven I may have many yet. 
For when my tranſitory ſpouſe, unkind, 
Shall die, and leave his woeful wife behind, 
I'll take the next good Chriſtian I can find. 
Paul, knowing one could never ſerve our turn, F nd 
Declar'd 'twas better far to wed than burn. ma 


et 
n 


There's danger in aſſembling fire and tow; The 
I grant them that, and what it means, you knowſf< 
The ſame Apoſtle too has elſewhere own'd, 6 


No precept for Virginity he found : 
"Tis but a counſel—and we women till 
Take which we like, the counſel, or our will, 

I envy not their bliſs, if he or ſhe 
Think fit to live in perfect chaſtity ; 
Pure let them be, and free from taint or vice; 
I, far a few ſlight ſpots, am not ſo nice. 
Heaven calls us different ways, on theſe beſtows 
One proper gift, another grants to thoſe : 
Not every man's oblig'd to fell his ſtore, 
And give up all his ſubſtance to the poor; 
Such as are perfect, may, I can't deny; 
But, by your leaves, Divines, ſo am not I. 

Full many a Saint, ſince firſt the world begath 
Liv'd an vnſpotted maid, in ſpite of man: 
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et ſuch (a God's name) with fine wheat be fed, 
nd let us honeſt wives eat barley bread. | 
or me, I'll keep the poſt aſlign'd by heaven, | 
nd uſe the copious talent it has given: | 
my good ſpouſe pay tribute, do me right, | 1 1 
And keep an equal reck' ning every night: 1 
is proper body is not his, but mine; 
or ſo ſaid Paul, and Paul's a ſound divine. 
Know then, of thoſe five huſbands I have had, 
Three were juſt tolerable, two were bad. 
The three were old, but rich and fond beſide, 
Ind toil'd moſt piteouſly to pleaſe their bride : 
ut ſince their wealth (the beſt they had) was mine, 
The reſt, without much loſs, I could reſign. 
ure to be lov'd, I took no pains to pleaſe, 
Let had more Pleaſure far than they had Eaſe. 
Preſents flow'd in apace: with ſhowers of gold, 
They made their court, like Jupiter of old. | 
{I but ſmil'd, a fudden youth they found, 
ind a new No them when I frown'd. 
Ye ſovereign wives! give ear, and underſtand, 
hus ſhall ye ſpeak, and exerciſe command. 
For never was it given to mortal man, 
o lye ſo boldly as we women can: 
Forſwear the fact, tho' ſeen with both his eyes, 
ind call your maids to witneſs how he lies. 
Hark, old Sir Paul! ('twas thus I us'd to ſay) 
hence is our neighbour's wife ſo rich and gay ? 
reated, careſs'd, where'er ſhe's pleas'd to roam — 
t in tatters, and immur'd at home. | 
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Why to her houſe doſt thou ſo oft repair? 
Art thou ſo amorous? and is ſhe ſo fair? 4 i 
If I but fee a couſin or z-friend, + . U d 
Lord! how you ſwell, and rage like any fiend: e ſ 
But you reel home, a drunken beaſtly bear, Wy 
Then preach till midnight in your euſy chair; Aud 
Cry, wives are falſe, and every woman evil, 
And give up all that's female to the devil. 
If poor (you ſay) ſhe drains her huſband's 
If rich, ſhe keep her prieſt, W 
If highly born, intolerably vain, 

pense e nah arte 
Now gayly mad, now ſourly ſplenetic, : 
Freakiſh when well, and fretful when ſhe's gen. 
If fair, then chaſte ſhe cannot long abide, | 
By preſſing youth attack'd on every fide: : df 
If foul, her wealth the luſty lover lures, 
Or elſe her wit ſome fook-gallant procures, 
Or elſe ſhe dances with becoming grace, 
Or ſhape excuſes the defects of face. Rare 
There ſwims no gooſe ſo grey, but ſoon or late; 
She finds ſome honeſt gander for her mate. heed 
Horſes (thou fay'ſt) and aſſes men may tryp IF you 
And ring ſuſpected veſſels ere they buy:: Dea 
But wives, a random choice, untry'd they take, Tak 
They dream in courtſhip, but in wedlock Wan 
Then, nor till then, the veil's remov'd away, 
And all the woman glares in open day. "3 
You tell me, to preſerve your wife's good g 
Your eyes muſt always languiſh on my face, 


You 


10 2 


0 


n 


u by ſtrange chance, a modeſt bluſli be rais'd, 
Be ſure my fine complexion mult be prais d. 
My garments always mult be new and gay, 
ad feaſts ſtill kept upon my wedding- day. 


n mult my nurſe be pleas d, and fav'rite maid; 


Nad endleſs treats, and endleſs viſits paid, 

Vo a long train of kindred, friends, allies; 
Al this thou fay'ſt, and all thou ſay ſt are lies. 

On Jenkin too you caſt a ſquinting eye: 
What ! can your prentice raiſe your jealouſy ? 
Freſh are his ruddy checks, his forehead fair, 
id like the burniſh'd gold his curling hair. 


: = 
= - 


d ſcorn your prentice, ſhould you die to-morrow. 
Why are thy cheſts all lock'd ? on what deſign ? 
not thy worldly goods and treaſure mine? 
ir, I'm no feol: nor ſhall you, by St. John, 
are goods and body to yourſelf alone. 
e yon ſhall quit, in ſpite of both your eyes 
deed not, I, the bolts, the locks, the ſpies. 
you had wit, you'd ſay, © Go where you will, 
AF Dear ſpouſe, I credit not the tales they tell: 
„Taxe all the freedoms of a married life; 
| know thee for a virtuous, faithful wife.” 


Rents ſoever others fare ? 

all the day I give and take delight, 
| © not, ſufficient will be left at night. 
R won. G. U 
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Your tongue with conſtant flatteries feed my ear, + 
And tag each ſentence with, My life! my dear! 


it clear thy wtinkled brow, and quit thy ſorrow, 


Lord! when you have cnough, what * you care 


— — r . - -- JI — CO 


— ” 
I —— Me 
— — 
—. ̃ 
= "5 - — > * = — 2 


—— — — 
— * 


. e_— Oo 


— — 


SEP uvkr 2aKͤ—l:k• 


— 


, 
CE — 


— 
* - i 


— 


3 
— ES EEE 


— 


66 THE WIFE OF BATH. v. 138. 


"Tis but a juſt and rational deſire, 

'To light a taper at a neighbour's fire. 
There's danger too, you think, in rich array, 

And none can long be modeſt that are gay. 

The Cat, if you but ſinge her tabby ſkin, 

The chimney keeps, and ſits content within; 

But once grown fleek, will from her corner run, 

Sport with her tail, and wanton in the fun; - 

She licks her fair round face, and friſks abroad, 

To ſhew her fur, and to be caterwaw d. a 
Lo thus, my friends, I wrought to my deſires 

Theſe three right antient venerable ſires. 

I told them, Thus you ſay, and thus you do, 

I told them falſe, but Jenkin ſwore twas true. 

J, like a dog, could bite as well as whine, 

And firſt complain'd, whene'er the guilt was 

I tax'd them oft with wenching and amours, 

When their weak legs ſcarce dragg'd em ont of 

And ſwore the rambles that I took by night, 

Were all to ſpy what damſels they bedight. 

That colour brought me many hours of mirth ; 

For all this wit is given us from our birth, 

Heaven gave to women the peculiar grace 

To ſpin, to weep, and cully human race. 

By this nice conduct, and this prudent courſe, 

By murmuring, wheedling, ſtratagem, and fore, 

I ſtill prevail'd, and would be in the right, 

Or curtain · lectures made a reſtleſs night. 

If once my huſband's-arm was o'er my fide, 

What! fo familiar with your ſpouſe ! I cry d: 

3 ;6| 
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L levied firſt a taſk upon his need; 
Ernen let him—'twas a nicety indeed 
all mankind this certain maxim hold, 
Marry who will, our ſex is to be ſold. 
With empty hands no taſſels you can lure, 
But fulſome love for gain we can endure; 
For gold we love the impotent and old, 
And heave, and pant, and kiſs, and cling, for gold. 
let with embraces, curſes oft I mix d, h 
Then kiſs'd again, and chid, and rail'd betwixt, 
well, I may make my will in peace, and die, 
For not one word in man's arrears am I. 
To drop a dear diſpute I was unable, 
Even tho' the Pope himſelf had fat at table. | 
But when, my point was gain'd, then thus I ſpoke, 
« Billy, my dear, how ſheepiſhly you look? 
„Approach, my ſpouſe, and let me kiſs thy cheek; 
Thou ſhouldſt be always thus, reſigu'd and meek! [ | 
of Job's great patience ſince ſo oft you preach, - Ii 
Well ſhould you practice, who f well can teach. | 
"Tis difficult to do, I muſt allow, 6:44 4 
F © But I, my deareſt, will inſtruct you how. 01108 
« Great is the bleſſing of a prudent wife, [ þ| 
* Who puts a period to domeſtic ſtrife, | 14 
* One of us two muſt rule, and one -abey; ©. 
And ſince in man right reaſon bears the ſway, | 
Let that frail thing, weak woman, have her way. 
The wives of all my family have rul'd vo 
Their tender huſbands, and their paſſions cool'd. 
* Fy, 'tis unmanly thus to ſigh and/groan;” - : . 
* What! would you have me to yourſelf alone? 
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„Why take me, Love! take all and every part? N 
Here's your revenge! you love it at your heart. Hel 
% Would I vouchſafe to ſell what nature gave, hut 
« You little think what enſtom I could have. Not 
„ But fee! I'm all your own—nay hold — for ſhame But 
« What means my dear—indeed—you are to blame And 

Thus with my firſt three Lords I paſt my life; As 


A very woman, and a very wife. Wit! 
What ſums from theſe old ſpouſes I could raiſe, I His 
Procurd young huſbands in my riper days. For | 
Tho paſt my bloom, not yet decay'd was J, Lott, 
Wanton and wild, and chatter'd like a pie. Ie 
In country dances ſtill I bore the bell, Hou 
And ſung as ſweet as evening Philomel. I And 
To clear my quaik pipe, and refreſh my ſoul, Ine e 
Full oft I drain'd the ſpicy nut- brown bowl; Wit 
Rich luſcious wines, that youthful blood improve, I And 
And warm the ſwelling veins to feats of love : Fair 
Far 'tis as ſure, as cold engenders hail, Atc 
A liquoriſh mouth muſt have a lecherous tail; Tha 
Wine lets no lover unrewarded go, Or v 
As all true gameſters by experience know. But 
But oh, good Gods! whene'er a thought I caſt JF The 
On all the joys of youth and beauty paſt, $0 b 
To find in pleaſures I have had my part, d 
Still warms me to the bottom of my heart. (Ki 
This wicked world was once my dear delight; Full 
Now all my conqueſts, all my charms good night! I The 
The flour conſum'd, the beſt that now I can, Yet, 


Is een to make my market of the bran. Wh 


5 


8 
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My fourth dear ſpouſe was not exceeding true: 
He kept, twas thought, a private Miſs or two: 
But all that: ſcore I paid —as how? you'll ſay, 
Not with my body; in a-filthy-way : 
But I ſo dreſs d, and danc'd, and drank, and ain'd; 
And view'd a friend, with eyes ſo very kind, ; 
As ſtung his heart, and made his marrow fry, 
With burning rage, and frantic jealouſy, 


His ſoul, I hope, enjoys eternal glory; 
For here on earth I was his Purgatory. 


Joft, when his ſhoe the moſt ſeverely wrung, 


He put on careleſs airs; and fat and ſung. 


How fore I gall'd him, only heaven could know, 


And he that felt, and I that caus'd the woe. 


Ine dy'd, when laſt from pilgrimage I came, 


| 
With other goſſips from Jeruſalem; - | | | 
And now lies buried underneath a Rood, 109 
Fair to be ſeen, and rear d of honeſt wood. 
A tomb indeed, with fewer ſculptures grac'd, 
Than that Mauſolus' pious widuw plac'd, 
Or where enſhrin'd the great Darius lay; 
But coſt on graves is merely thrown away. 
The pit fill'd up, with turf we cover'd o'er; 
So bleſs'd the good man's ſoul, I ſay no more. 
Now for my fifth lov'd Lord, the laſt and beſt; 
(Kind heaven afford him evetlaſting reſt) 
Full hearty was his love, and I can ſhew 
The tokens on my ribs in black and blue; 
Yet, with a knack, my heart he could have won, 
While yet the ſmart was ſhooting in the bone. 
G 3 . 
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How quaint an appetite in woman reigns! 
Free gifts we ſcorn, and love what coſts us paints: Th 


Let men avoid us, and on them we leap; | AG 
A glutted market makes proviſion cheap. & IT 

In pure good-will I took this jovial ſpark, Ie 
Of Oxford he, a moſt egregious clerk. Ib 
He boarded with a widow in the town, LAG 
A truſty goſlip, one dame Aliſon. | I ſti 
Full well the ſecrets of my ſoul ſhe knew, he 
Better than e' er our pariſh Prieſt could do. can 
To her I told whatever could befall: vo 
Had but my huſband piſs d againſt the wall, And 


Or done a thing that might have coſt his life, If e 
She —and my niece — and one more worthy wife, And 
Had known it all: what moſt he would conceal, All 


To theſe I made no ſeruple to reveal. | fol 
Oft has he bluſh'd from ear to ear for ſhame, Who 
That e' er he told a ſecret to his dame. T 

It ſo befel, in holy time of Lent, lt pl. 
That oft a day I to this goſſip went; | | tor 


(My huſband, thank my ſtars, was out of town) And 
From houſe to houſe we rambled up and down, M Beſot 
This clerk, myſelf, and my good neighbour Alſe, To h 


To ſee; be ſeen, to tell, and gather tales. The 
Viſits to every Church we daily paid, Arou 
And march'd in every holy Maſquerade, But a 
The Stations duly, and the Vigils kept; or le 
Not much we faſted, but ſcarce ever ſlept. Of ty 
At ſermons too I ſhone in ſcarlet gay; BM (to 


The waſting moth ne'er ſpoil'd my beſt array; But v 
The cauſe was this, I wore it every day. And 
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"Twas when freſh May her early bloſſoms yields, 
This clerk and I were walking in the fields. 


ve grew ſo intimate, I can't tell how, 


Ipawn'd my honour, and engag'd my vow, 


Tf c'cr J laid my huſband in his urn, 


That he, and only he, ſhould ſerve my turn. 


we ſtrait (truck hands, the bargain was agreed; 


| ſtill have ſhifts againſt a time of need: 


Ire mouſe that always truſts to one poor hole, 


Can never be a mouſe of any ſoul. 

I vow'd, I ſcarce could ſleep ſince firſt I knew him, 
And durſt be ſworn he had bewitch'd me to him; 
If e'er I flept, I dream'd of him alone, 


And dreams foretell, as learned men have ſhown. 


All this I ſaid; but dreams, firs, I had none: 
follow d but my crafty crony's lore, 


ho bid me tell this lye—and twenty more. 


Thus day by day, and month by month we paſt; 
lt pleas'd the Lord to take my ſpouſe at laſt. 
tore my gown, I ſoil'd my locks with duſt, 
And beat my breaſts, as wretched widows—muſt. 
Before my face my handkerchief I ſpread, 
To hide the flood of tears I did—not ſhed. 
The good man's coffin to the Church was born; 
Around, the neighbours, and my clerk too, mourn, 
But as he march'd, good Gods! he ſhow'd a pair 
Of legs and feet, ſo clean, fo ſtrong, fo fair 
Of twenty winters age he ſeem' d to be; 
| (to fay the truth) was twenty more than he; 
But rigorous ſtill, a lively buxom dame; | 
And had a wond'rous gift to quench a flame. 
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A Conjurer once, that deeply could divine; 
Aſſur'd me, Mars in Taurus was my ſign. 
As the ſtars order'd, ſuch my life has been: 
Alas, alas, that ever love was ſin! 

Fair Venus gave me fire, and ſprightly grace, 
And Mars aſſurance, and a dauntleſs face. 
By vittue of this powerful conſtellation, 

I follow'd always my own inclination, 

But to my tale: A month ſcarce paſs'd away; 
With dance and ſong we kept the nuptial day. 
All I poſſeſs'd I gave to his command, | 
My goods and chattels, money, houſe, and land: 
But oft repented, and repent it (till; 
He prov'd a rebel to my ſovereign will: 
Nay once, by Heaven, he ſtruck me on the face; 
Hear but the fact, and judge yourſelves tlie caſe; 

Stubborn as any Lionefs was I; 

And knew full well to raiſe my voiee on high; 
As true a rambler as I was before, 

And would be ſo, in ſpite of all he ſwore. 

He; againſt this right ſagely would adviſe, 

And old examples ſet before my eyes, 

Tell how the Roman matrons led their life, 

Of Gracehus' mother and Duilius' wife; 

And cloſe the ſermon, as beſcem'd his wit, 
With ſome grave ſentence out of Holy Writ. 
Oft would he fay, who builds his houſe on ſatids, W it ch 
Pricks his blind horſe a-croſs the fallow lands; 
Or lets his wife abroad with pilgrims roam, the 
Deſerves a fool's cap and long ears at home. 
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Il this avail'd not, for whoe'er he be 

That tells my faults, I hate him mortally : 
ad fo do numbers more, I'll boldly ſay, 

en, women, clergy, regular, and lay. 

x ſpouſe, (who was, you know, to learning bred) 
| certain Treatiſe oft at evening read, 
ſhere divers Authors (whom the devil confound 
or all their lies) were in one volume bound. 
alerius, whole; and of St. Jerome, part; 
iryſippus and Tertullian, Ovid's art, 
llomon's Proverbs, Eloiſa's Loves; 
id many more than ſure the Church approves. 
re legends were there here, of wicked wives, 
Fan good, in all the Bible and Saints-lives. 
ſao drew the Lion vanquiſh'd? "Twas a Mau. 
could we women write as ſcholars can, 
mn ſhould ſtand mark'd with far more wickedneſs, 
lan all the ſons of Adam could redreſs. 
we ſeldom haunts the breaſt where Learning lies, 
ad Venus ſets e er Mercury can riſe. 
tofe play the ſcholars, who can't play the meu, 
id uſe that weapon which they have, their pen; 
den old, and paſt the reliſh of delight, 
en down they fit, and in their dotage write, 
Wt not one woman keeps her marriage-vow. 
is by the way, but to my purpoſe now.) 


a8, Wit chanc'd my huſband, on a winter's night, 


Nn this book, aloud, with ſtrange delight, 
the firſt female (as the Scriptures ſhow) 
ught her own ſpouſe, and all his race to woe. 
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How Samſon fell; and he whom Dejanire 
Wrap'd in th' envenom'd ſhirt, and ſet on fire. 
How curſt Eryphile her lord betray'd, 
And the dire ambuſh Clytemneſtra laid. . 
But what moſt pleas d him, was the Cretan Dan 
And Huſband-bull-—oh monſtrous, fie for ſhame! 
He had by heart the whole detail of woe - 
Xantippe made her good man undergo; 
How oft ſhe ſcolded in a day, he knew, 
How many piſs-pots on the ſage ſhe threw 
Who took it patiently, and wip'd his head ; 
Rain follows thunder,” that was all he ſaid: 
He read, how Arius to his friend complain d 
A fatal 'Tree was growing in his land, | 
On which three wives ſucceffivrely had twin d 
A ſliding nooſe, and waver'd in the wind. 
Where grows this plant (reply'd the friend) o what 
For better fruit did never orchard bear. ' 
Give me ſome lip of this moſt blifsfal tree, 
And in my garden planted ſhall it be. 
Then how two wives their lord's deſtruction 
Thro' hatred one, and one thro' too much love 
That for her huſband mix'd a poiſonous draught 
And this for luſt an amorous philtre bought: 
The nimble juice ſoon ſeiz d his giddy head, 
Frantic at night, and in the morning dead. 
How ſome with ſwords their ſteeping lords ha 
And ſome have hammer'd nails into their.braith 
And ſome have drench'd them with a deadly 
All this he read, and read with great devotiots 
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Longtime I heard, and ſwell'd,and bluſh'd,and frown'd; 
But when no end of theſe vile tales I found, 

When ſtill he read, and laugh'd, and read again, 
id half the night was thus conſum'd in vain; 
Provok'd to vengeance, three large leaves I tore, 
ind with one buffet fell'd him on the floor. 

With that my huſband in a fury roſe, 

id down he ſettled me with hearty blows. 
zroan'd, and lay extended on my ſide; 

0h! thou haſt ſlain me for my wealth, (I cry'd) 
let I forgive thee—take my laſt embrace 

Ne wept, kind foul! and ſtoop'd to kiſs my face; 
took him ſuch a box as turn'd him blue, 

Then ſigh'd and cry'd, Adieu, my dear, adieu! 
But after many a hearty ſtruggle paſt, 
condeſcended to be pleas'd at laſt. 

boon as he ſaid, My miſtreſs and my wife, 

Do what you liſt, the term of all your life: 

took to heart the merits of the cauſe, 

nd ſtood content to rule by wholeſome laws; 
keceiv'd the reins of abſolute command, 5 


Vith all the government of houſe and land, 
4) , , , , 
* id empire o'er his tongue, and o'er his hand. 

for the volume that revil'd the dames, 
was torn to fragments, and condemn'd to flames, 
Now heaven on all my huſbands gone, beſtow 
Pleaſures above, for tortures felt below: 
at reſt they wiſh'd for, grant them in the grave, 
ad bleſs thoſe ſouls my conduct help'd to fave! 
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How Samſon fell; and he whom Dejanire 
Wrap'd in th' envenom'd ſhirt, and ſet on fire. 
How curſt Eryphile her lord betray'd, Wh 
And the dire ambuſh Clytemneſtra laid. "an 
But what moſt pleas'd him, was the Cretan Dame, * 
And Huſband- bull —oh monſtrous, fie for ſhame! 1 
He had by heart the whole detail of Ce t 
Xantippe made her good man undergo; 
How oft ſhe ſcolded in a day, he knew, 
How many piſs-pots on the ſage ſhe threw 
Who took it patiently, and wip'd his head; 
Rain follows thunder,” that was all he ſaid. 
He read, how Arius to his friend complain d, 
A fatal Tree was growing in his land, 
On which three wives ſueceſſively had twin'd 
A ſliding nooſe, and waver d in the wind. 
Where grows this plant (reply'd the friend) oh wh 
For better fruit did never orchard bear. 
Give me ſome lip of this moſt blifsfal tree, 
And in my garden planted ſhall it be. og 
Then how two wives their lord's deſtruction pt." 
Thro' hatred one, and one thro' too much love 
That for her huſband mix'd a poiſonous draught; 
And this for luſt an amorous philtre bought: 
The nimble juice ſoon ſeiz d his giddy head, 
Frantic at night, and in the morning dead. Plea 
How ſome with ſwords their ſieeping lords haves x 
And ſome have hammer'd nails into their. brain, 
And ſome have drench'd them with a deadly pb 
All this he read, and read with great devotion. 
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ng time heard, andſwelld,and bluſh'd,and frown'd; 
But when no end of theſe vile tales I found, 
When till he read, and laugh'd, and read again, 
And half the night was thus conſum'd in vain; 
Provok'd to vengeance, three large leaves I tore, 
And with one buffet fell'd him on the floor. 
Vith that my huſband in a fury roſe, 
And down he ſettled me with hearty blows. 
I groan'd, and lay extended on my ſide; 
0h! thou haſt ſlain me for my wealth, (I cry'd) 
et I forgive thee—take my laſt embrace 
le wept, kind ſoul! and ſtoop'd to kiſs my face; 
" I took him ſuch a box as turn'd him blue, | 
den ſigh'd and cry'd, Adieu, my dear, adieu! 
But after many a hearty ſtruggle paſt, — 
condeſcended to be pleas'd at laſt. | 
don as he ſaid, My miſtreſs and my wife, 
Do what you liſt, the term of all your life: 
II took to heart the merits of the cauſe, 
And ſtood content to rule by wholeſome laws; 
Receiv'd the reins of abſolute command, 5 


Vith all the government of houſe and land, 
And empire o'er his tongue, and o'er his hand. 
As for the volume that revil'd the dames, | 
Twas torn to fragments, and condemn'd to flames, 
Now heaven on all my huſbands gone, beſtow 
Pleaſures above, for tortures felt below: 
That reſt they wiſh'd for, grant them in the grave, 
ud bleſs thoſe ſouls my conduct help'd to fave! 
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DIPUS King of Thebes having by miſtake ſlain 
Þ father Laius, and married his mother Jocaſta; put | 

his own eyes, and reſign'd the realm to his ſonls, | 
Ficocles and Polynices. Being neglected by them, he | 
es his prayer to the fury Tiſiphone, to ſow debate 
irt the brothers. They agree at laſt to reign ſing- 
each a year by turns, and the firſt lot is obtain'd by 
Geocles. Jupiter, in a council of the Gods, declares his 
aution of puniſhing the Thebans, and Argives alſo, 
means of a marriage betwixt Polynices and one of 
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the daughters of Adraſtus king of Argos. Juno oppoſe, 
but to no eſſect; and Mercury is ſent on a meſſage ty 
the ſhades, to the ghoſt of Laius, who is to appear ty 
Etheocles and provoke him to break the agreement. y 
lynices in the mean time departs from Thebes by night, 
is overtaken by a ſtorm, and arrives at Argos; when 
he meets with Tydeus, who had fled from Calydon, hav 
ing killed his brother. Adraſtus entertains them, having 
received an oracle from Apollo, that his daughten 
ſhould be married to a Boar anda Lion, which he ut 
derſtands to be meant of theſe ſtrangers, by whom the 
hides of thoſe beaſts were worn, and who arrived i 
the time when he kept an annual feaſt in honour ( 
that God. The riſe of this ſolemnity he relates to hi 
gueſts, the loves of Phoebus and Pſamathe, and the 
ſtory of Choraebus. He enquires, and is made acquaint 
ed with their deſcent and quality: The ſacrifice is > 
newed, and the book concludes with an hymn v 
Apollo. 

The Tranſlator hopes he needs not apologize for A 
choice of this piece, which was made almoſt in bis CM 
Bod. But finding the Venſiou better than be expefted,® 
gave it ſame Correttion a few years afterwards. 


FRATERNAI rage, the guilty Thebes alarm 
Fl alternate reign deſtroy'd by impious army 

Demand our ſong; a ſacred fury fires 

My raviſh'd breaſt, and all the muſe inſpires. 

O Goddeſs, ſay, ſhall I deduce my rhimes 

Fram the dire nation in its carly times, 


What tho' the ſtars contract their heav'nly ſpace, 


Aud ſtretch'd his empire to the frozen pole; 
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Furopa's rape, Agenor's ſtern decree, 

And Cadmus ſearching round the ſpacious ſea ? 

How with the ſerpent's teeth he ſow'd the ſoil, 

And reap'd an iron harveſt of his toil ? 

Or how from joining ſtones the city ſprung, 

While to his harp divine Amphion ſung ? 

Or ſhall I Juno's hate to Thebes reſound, 

Whoſe fatal rave th' unhappy Monarch ſound ? 

The fire againſt the ſon his arrow drew, 

O'er the wide fields the furious mother flew, 

And while her arms a ſecond hope contain, 

Sprung from the rocks, and plung'd into the main. 
But wave whate'er to Cadmus may belong, 

And fix, O Muſe! the barrier of thy ſong 

At Oedipus — from his diſaſters trace 

The long confuſions of his guilty race: 

Nor yet attempt to ſtretch thy bolder wing, 

And mighty Caeſar's conqu'ring eagles ſing; 

How twice he tam'd proud Iſter's rapid flood, (blood; 

While Dacian mountains ſtream'd with barb'rous 

Twice taught the Rhine beneath his laws to roll, 


Or long before, with carly valour ſtrove, 

la youthful arms to aſſert the cauſe of Jove. 
And Thou, great Heir of all thy father's fame, 
Encreaſe of glory to the Latian name! 

0 bleſs thy Rome with an eternal reign, 

Nor let deſiring worlds entreat in vain. 


And croud their ſhining ranks to yield thee place; 
H 2 
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Tho' all the ſkies, ambitions of thy ſway, II 
Conſpire to court thee from our world away; A 
Tho' Phoebus longs to mix his rays with thine, 

And in thy glories more ſerenely ſhine; L. 
Tho” Jove himſelf no. leſs. content would be Bu 
To part his throne, and ſhare his heav'n with there Ca 
Yet ſtay, great Caeſar! and vouchſafe to reign II! 
O'er the wide earth, and o'er the wat'ry main; la 
Reſign. to Jove his empire of the ſkies, Re 
And people heav'n with Roman deities. An 
The time will come, when a diviner flame Ih 
Shall warm. my breaſt to ſing of Caeſar's fame: Ih. 
Mean while permit, that my preluding Muſe Wh 
In Theban wars, an humbler theme may chuſe z I Wh 
Of furious hate ſurviving death, ſhe ſings, x 


A fatal throng to two contending Kings, 

And fun'ral flames, that parting wide in air 

Expreſs the diſcord of the ſouls they bear : 

Of towns diſpeopled, and the wand'ring ghoſts 

Of Kings unbury'd in the waſted coaſts; | 

When Dirce's fountain bluſh'd with Grecian wa 

And Thetis, near Iſmenos' ſwelling flood, 

With dread beheld the rolling ſurges ſweep, 

In heaps, his ſlaughter'd ſons into the deep. 
What hero, Clip! wilt thou firſt relate? 1 

The rage of Tydeus, or the Prophet's fate? a 

Or how with hills of ſlain on ev'ry fide, 

Hippomedon repell'd the hoſtile tide ? 

Or how the Youth with ev'ry grace adorn'd, 

Untimely fell, to be for ever mouru'd? 
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Then to fierce Capancus thy verſe extend, 
And ſing with horror his prodigious end. 
Now wretched Ocdipus, deprivr'd of fight, 
Led a long death in everlaſting night; 
But while he dwells where not a chearful ray 
ee} Can pierce the darkneſs, and abhors the day; 
The clear reflecting mind preſents his ſin 
In frightful views, and makes it day within; 
Returning thoughts in endleſs circles roll, 
And thouſand furies haunt his guilty ſoul. . 
The wretch then lifted to th' unpitying ſkies 
| Thoſe empty orbs from whence he tore his eyes, 
Whoſe wounds, yet freſh, with bloody hands he ſtrook, 
| While from his breaſt theſe dreadful accents broke. 
Le Gods, that o'er the gloomy regions reign, 
I Where guilty ſpirits feel eternal pain; 
Thou, fable Styx ! whoſe livid ſtreams are roll'd 
| Thro' dreary coaſts, which I, tho' blind, behold : 
'F Tiſphone, that oft haſt heard my pray'r, - 
Ait, if Oedipus deforve thy care! 
aal you receiv'd me from Jocaſta's womb, 
And nurs'd the hope of milchiefs yet to come: 
If leaving Polybus, I took my way - | 
Ta Cyrrha's temple, on that fatal day, 
hen by the fon the trembling father dy'd, | 
Where the three roads the Phocian fields divide : | 
1 the Sphynx's riddles durſt explain, 
Taught by thyſelf to win the promis'd reign; 
If wretched I, by baleful Furies led, 
ich monſtrous mixture ſtain'd my mother's bed, 
H 3 
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For hell and thee begot an impious brood, IV. 
And with full luſt thoſe horrid joys renew'd; Ih 
Then ſelf-condemn'd to ſhades of endleſs night, Th 
Forc'd from theſe orbs the bleeding balls of _— 5 An 


O hear, and aid the vengeance I require, Iss 
If worthy thee, and what thou might'ſt inſpire! IF An 
My ſons their old, unhappy fire deſpiſe, To 
Spoil'd of his kingdom, and depriv'd of eyes; Ihe 
Guideleſs I wander, unregarded mourn, 1 
While theſe exalt their ſceptres o er my urn; Veil 
Theſe ſons, ye Gods! who with flagitious pride, I Affr 
Inſult my darkneſs, and my groans deride. Tre: 
Art thou a father, unregarding Jove ! | Now 
And ſleeps thy thunder in the realms above? Alot 
Thou Fury, then, ſome laſting curſe entail, Witl 


Which o'er their children's children ſhall prevail: I Nor 
Place on their heads that crown diſtain'd with got, A hr 
Which theſe dire hands from my ſlain father tore; IA hy 


Go, and a parent's heavy curſes bear; la he 
Break all the bonds of nature, and prepare | Such 
Their kindred fouls to mutual hate and war. hei 
Give them to dare, what I might wiſh to ſee FA fie 
Blind as I am, ſome glorious villany ! bod 
Soon ſhalt thou find, if thou but arm their hands, ¶ Aue ſ 
Their ready guilt preventing thy commands: om 
Could'ſt thou ſome great, proportion'd miſchief mir 
They'd prove the father from whoſe loins they cas rob 
'The Fury heard, while on Cocytus' brink A dre: 


Her ſnakes unty'd, ſulphureous waters drink; e to 
But at the ſummons, roll'd her eyes around, _ -* la ay 
And ſnatch'd the ſtarting ſerpents from the ground 
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Not half fo ſwiftly ſhoots along in air, 
The gliding light'ning, or deſcending ſtar. 
Thro' crouds of airy ſhades ſhe wing'd her flight, 
And dark dominions of the ſilent night; 
'Þ Swift as ſhe paſs'd, the flitting ghoſts withdrew, 
And the pale ſpectres trembled at her view: 
To th' iron gates of Taenarus ſhe flies, 
There ſpreads her duſky pinions to the ſkies. 
| The day beheld, and ſick'ning at the ſight, 
Veil'd her fair glories in the ſhades of night. 
Affrighted Atlas, on the diſtant ſhore, 
Trembled, and ſhook the heav'ns and gods he bore. 
Now from beneath Malea's airy height 
Aloft ſhe ſprung, and ſteer d to Thebes her flight; 
With eager ſpeed the well-known journey took, 
Vor here regrets the hell ſhe late forſook. 
ors ¶ A hundred ſnakes her gloomy viſage ſhade, 
e A hundred ſerpents guard her horrid head, 
lu her ſunk eye-balls dreadful meteors glow : 
duch rays from Phoebe's bloody circles flow, 
hen lab'ring with ſtrong charms, ſhe ſhoots from high 
A fiery gleam, that reddens all the ſky. [came 
Iod ſtain'd her cheeks, and from her mouth there 
b, Ye ſteaming poiſons, and a length of flame. 
bm ex'ry blaſt of her contagious breath, 
ral} famine and drought proceed, and plagues, and death. 
nA robe obſcene was o'er her ſhoulders thrown, 
IA trefs by Fates and Furies worn alone. 
Je toſs'd her meagre arms; her better hand 
4 la yaving circles whirl'd a fun'ral brand . 
0 
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A ſerpent from her left was ſeen to rear vn 
His flaming creſt, and laſh the yielding air. A 

But when the Fury took her ſtand on high, I Su 
Where vaſt Cithaeron's top ſalutes the fy, 4» 
A biſs from all the ſnaky tire went round: In 
The dreadful ſignal all the rocks rebound, To 
And thro' th' Achaian cities ſent the ſound. Un 
Oete, with high Parnaſſus, heard the voice; In 
Eurota's banks remurmur'd to the noiſe ; An 
Again Leucothos ſhook at theſe alarms, For 
And preſs'd Palaemon cloſer in her arms. "I Th 


Headlong from thence the glowing fury ſprings,  Þ But 
And o'er the Theban palace ſpreads her wings, 1 
Onee more invades the guilty dome, and ſhrouds No 
Its bright Pavilions in a veil of clouds. No | 
Straight with the rage of all their race poſſeſi d, JI No ( 


Stung to the ſoul, the brothers ſtart from reſt, No 
And all their Furies wake within their breaſt. JI fo, 
Their tortur d minds repining Envy tears, oc 
And Hate, engender d by ſuſpicious fears; Nor | 
And ſacred Thirſt of ſway; and all the ties Vor: 
Of Nature broke; and royal Perjuries: Blaze 
And impotent Deſire to reign alone, tay, 
That ſcpras the dull reverſion of a throne; bay, « 


Each would the ſweets of for reign rule devour, © Vot a 


While diſcord waits upon divided pow'r. Or wh 
As ſtubborn ſteers by brewny plowmen broke, FVhen 
And join'd reluctant toe the galling yoke, And t 
Alike diſdain with ſervile necks to bear For er 


Th' unwonted weight, or drag the creoked ſurt, I Vere ; 
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ut rend the reins, and bound a diff rent way, 
And all the furrows in confuſion lay: 
Such was the diſcord of the royal pair, 
Whom fury drove precipitate to war. 
In vain the chiefs contriv'd a ſpeeious way, 
To govern Thebes by their alternate ſway : 
Unjuſt decree! while this enjoys the ſtate, 
That mourns in exile his unequal fate, 
And the ſhort monarch of a haſty year d 
Forſees with anguiſh his returning heir. 
Thus did the leagne their impious arms reſtrain, 
But ſcarce ſubſiſted to the ſecond reign. 
Yet then, no proud aſpiring piles were rais'd, 
Vo fretted roof with poliſh'd metals blaz d; 
No labour'd columns in long order plac'd, 
„Vo Grecian ſtone the pompous arches grac'd; 
No nightly bands in glitt'ring armour wait 
before the ſleepleſs Tyrant's guarded gate; 
Vo chargers then were wrought in burniſh'd gold, 
Nor ſilver vaſes took the forming mold; 
Vor gems on bowls emboſs'd were ſeen to ſhine, 
Blaze on the brims, and ſparkle in the wine 
dy, wretched rivals! what provokes your rage? | 
ay, to what end your impious arms engage? | 
„ V all bright Phoebus views in early morn, 
Or when his ev'ning beams the weſt adorn, 
ke, Vben the ſouth glows with his meridian ray, 
And the cold north receives a fainter day; | | 
tor crimes like theſe, not all thoſe realms ſuffice, | 
1, Vere all thofe realms the guilty victor's prize! | 
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But fortune now (the lots of empire thrown) * 
Decrees to proud Etheocles the crown : 4 
What joys, oh Tyrant! ſwell'd thy ſoul that day, 
When all were flaves thou couldſt around ſurvey, 
Pleas'd to behold unbounded pow'r thy own, 
And ſingly fill a fear d and envy'd throne ! g 

But the vile Vulgar, ever diſcontent, 1 
Their growing fears in ſecret murmurs vent; | 
Still prone to change, tho' ſtill the ſlaves of ſtate; ; 
And ſure the monarch whom they have, to hate; 
New lords they madly make, then tamely bear, wy | 
And ſoftly curſe the Tyrants whom they fear. 4 
And one of thoſe who groan beneath the ſway = 
Of Kings impos'd, and grudgingly obey, 
(Whom envy to the great and vulgar ſpight 
With ſcandal arm'd, th' ignoble mind's delight) 
Exclaim'd—0 Thebes! for thee what fates remain. 
What woes attend this inauſpicious reign ? 
Muſt we, alas! our doubtful necks prepare, . 
Each haughty maſter's yoke by turns to bear, 
And ſtill to change whom chang'd we ſtill muſt fear! 
Theſe now controul a wretched people's fate, 
Theſe can divide, and theſe reverſe the ate : 
Ev'n Fortune rules no more: ſervile land, 
Where exil'd tyrants ſtill by turas command ! 
Thou fire of gods and men, imperial Jove! 

Is this th' eternal doom decreed above ? 

On thy own offspring haſt thou fix'd this fate, 
From the firſt birth of our anhappy ſtate; 
When baniſh'd Cadmus, wand'ring o'er the mail 
For loſt Kuropa ſcarch'd the world in vain, 
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nd fated in Boeotian fields to found = 
riſing empire on a foreign ground, | 
irſt rais'd our walls on that ill- omen d plain, | 

Where carth-born brothers were by brothers lain? 7 
hat lofty looks th” unrival'd monarch bears! wil 
w all the tyrant in bis face appears! 
hat ſullen fury clouds his ſcoraful brow! 
dds! how his eyes with threat ning ardour glow! 
1 this imperious lord foxget to reign, 
r all his Nate, deſcend, and farve again ? 
Pet, who, before, more popularly bow'd, 
ho more propitious to the ſuppliant croud ? | 
F tient of right, familiar in the throne ? | 
ſhat wonder then ? he was not then alone, | 
P wretched we, à vile, ſubmiſſive train, 
e's tame fools, and ſlaves in ev ry reign ! | 
As when two winds with rival ſonce contend, | 
lis way and that, the war'ring ſails they bend, | 
ſhile freezing Boxeas, and black Eurus blow, | 
ww here, now there, the reeling veſſel throw: | 
as on each ſide, alas! our tott ring Rate | 
els all the fury of reſiſtleſs fate ; 
dd doubtful (till, and ſtill diſtracted ſtands. [mands. 
ſtile that Prince threatens, and while this: com” 
And now th' almighty Father of the Gods: 
Mvenes a council in the bleſt.abodes:: 
in the bright receſſes of the (kies, 
* o'er the rolling heav'ns, a manſion lies, 
Pence, far below, the Gods at once ſurvey 
e realms of riſing and decliniag day, 
allth' extended ſpace of earth, and air, and ſea, 


ö 
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Full in the midſt, and on a ſtarry Throne. 


The Majeſty of heav'n ſuperior ſhone; "ll 4 
Serene he look'd, and gave an awful nod, Bi 
And all the trembling ſpheres confeſs d the God. * 
At Jove's aſſent, the deities around 1 
In ſolemn ſtate the conſiſtory crown'd. 4 


Next a long order of inferior pow'rs 
Aſcend from hills, and plains, and ſhady bow'rs; II 
Thoſe from whoſe urns the rolling rivers flow: ** 
And thoſe that give the wand'ring winds to blow: 
Here all their rage, and ev'n their murmurs ceaſe, © | An 
And facred ſilence reigns, and univerſal peace. Ho 


A ſhining ſynod of majeſtic Gods Arc 

Gilds with new luſtre the divine abodes; Th' 

_ Heav'n ſeems improv'd with a fuperior ray, | The 
And the bright arch reflects a double day. Ihe 

The Monarch then his ſolemn ſilence broke, And 

The ſtill creation liſten'd while he ſpoke, Ere 

Each ſacred accent bears eternal weight, * The 

And each irrevocable word is Fate. And 

How long ſhall man the wrath of heav'n defy, © I Have 

And force unwilling vengeance from the ſky ! be; 

Oh race confed rate into crimes, that prove I bro 
Triumphant o'er th' eluded rage of Jove! And! 

This weary'd arm can ſcarce the bolt fuſtain, lun. 

And unregarded thunder rolls in vain : And f 
| Th' o'erlabour'd Cyclops from his taſk retiress "Ys 6 
| Th' Zolian forge exhauſted of its fires. laſult 
| For this I fuffer'd Phoebus? ſteeds to ſtray, by ei 

And the mad ruler to miſguide the day. 
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y pen the wide earth to heaps of aſhes turn'd, 
And heaven itſelf the wandering chariot burn'd. 
For this, my brother of the watery reign 
Releas'd th* impetuous fluices of the main: 

Bit flames conſum'd, and billows rag'd in vain. 
Two races now, ally'd to Jove, offend ; 

To puniſh theſe, ſee Jove himſelf deſcend. 

The Theban Kings their line from Cadmus trace, 
From godlike Perſeus thoſe of Argive race. 
Unhappy Cadmus fate who does not know, 
And the long ſeries of ſucceeding woe? 

How oft the Furies, from the deeps of night, 
Aroſe, and mix'd with men in mortal fight : 
Th'exulting mother, ſtain'd with filial blood; 
The ſavage hunter, and the haunted wood? 

The direful banquet why ſhould I proclaim, 


x 


Ere I recount the ſins of theſe profane, 
The ſun would ſink into the weſtern main, 
And riſing gild the radiant eaſt again. 
„ lle we not ſeen (the blood of Laius ſhed) 
be murdering fun aſcend his parent's bed, 
I Thro' violated nature force his way, 
And ſtain the facred womb where once he lay ? 
Ie now in darkneſs and deſpair he groans, 
ud for the crimes of guilty fate atones; 
lis ſons with ſcorn their eyleſs father view, 
lafult his wounds, and make them bleed anew, 
Thy curſe, oh Oedipus, juſt heaven alarms, 
and ſets th* avenging Thunderer in arms. 

Vo L. II. I: T 
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And crimes that grieve the trembling Gods to name ? 
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I from the root thy guilty race will tear, 


And give the nations to the waſte of war. | 
Adraſtus ſoon, with Gods averſe, ſhall join \ 
In dire alliance with the Theban line: p 
Hence ſtrife ſhall riſe, and mortal war ſuccced ; 1 
The guilty realms of Tantalus ſhall bleed; 1 
Fix'd is their doom; this all- remembering breaſt L 
Yet harbours vengeance for the tyrant's feaſt. B 


He ſaid; and thus the Queen of heaven return'd; A\ 
(With ſudden grief her labouring boſom burn'd) _ A 


Muſt I, whoſe cares Phoroneus' towers defend, De 
Muſt I, oh Jove, in bloody wars contend ? $9 
Thou know'ſt thoſe regions my protection claim, To 
Glorious in arms, in riches, and in fame: I 5 

Tho' there the fair Egyptian heifer fed, ; * 
And there deluded Argus flept, and bled; Var 
Tho there the brazen tower was ſtorm'd of old, Thy 
When Jove deſcended in almighty gold. Wh 
Yet I can pardon thoſe obſcurer rapes, Wh 
Thoſe baſhful crimes diſguis'd in borrow'd ſhapes} ¶ f f 
But Thebes, where, ſhining in celeſtial charms, Whe 
Thou cam'ſt triumphant to a mortal's arms, And 


When all my glories o'er her limbs were ſpread, day, 
And blazing lightnings danc'd around her bed; | Pref 
Curs'd Thebes the vengeance it deſerves, may pre And | 


Ah why ſhould Argos feel the rage of Jove ? Thy v 
Yet ſince thou wilt thy ſiſter-queen controul, "Þ Rever; 
Since ſtill the luſt of diſcord fires thy ſoul, Nor de 
Go, raze my Samos, let Mycene fall, 0 On im 


And level with the duſt the Spartan wall; "I Thy pl 
x 
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No more let mortals Juno's power invoke, 
Her fanes no more with Eaſtern incenſe ſmoke, 
Nor victims ſink beneath the ſacred ſtroke; 
But to your Iſis all my rights transfer, 
Let altars blaze and temples ſmoke for her; 
For her, thro' Egypt's fruitful clime renown'd, 
Let weeping Nilus hear the timbrel ſound. 
But if thou muſt reform the ſtubborn times, 
Avenging on the ſons the father's crimes, 
And from the long record of diſtant age 
Derive incitements to renew thy rage; 
Say, from what period then has Jove deſign'd 
To date his vengeance; to what bounds confin'd ? 
Begin from thence, where firſt Alpheus hides 
{| His wandering ſtream, and thro' the briny tides 
Unmix'd to his Sicilian river glides. 
Thy own Arcadians there the thunder claim, 
Whoſe impious rites diſgrace thy mighty name; 
Who raiſe thy temples where the chariot ſtood 
Of fierce Oenomaus, defil'd with blood; 
Where once his ſteeds their ſavage banquet found, 
und human bones yet whiten all the ground. 
day, can thoſe honours pleaſe ? and canſt thou love 
| Preſumptuous Crete, that boaſts the tomb of Jove! 
And ſhall not Tantalus's kingdom ſhare 
Thy wife and ſiſter's tutelary care ? 
'} Reverſe, O Jove, thy too ſevere decree, 
Nor doom to war a race deriv'd from thee ; 
4 on impious realms and barbarous kings impoſe 
1 plagues, and curſe them with ſuch ſons as thoſe. 
12 
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Thus, in reproach and prayer, the Qucen expreſii 1; 


The rage and grief contending in her breaſt; oF! 
Unmov'd remain'd the Ruler of the ſky, In. 

And from his throne return'd this ſtern reply. Or 
"I'was thus I deem'd thy haughty foul would bear YI 71, 

The dire, tho' juſt, revenge which I prepare Or 
"Againſt a nation thy peculiar care: Th 
No leſs Dione might for Thebes contend, 177 

Nor Bacchus leſs his native town defend, Vo. 
Yet theſe in ſilence ſee the fates fulfil "I Nov 
Their work, and reverence our ſuperior will. The 
For by the black inferaal Styx I ſwear, And 

(That dreadful oath which dinds the Tanga * 
"Tis fix'd; th' irrevocable doom of Jove; "I (His 
No force can bend me, no perſuaſion move. Imi 
Haſte then, Cyllenius, thro' the liquid air; 12 
Go mount the winds, and to the ſhades repair; Forb; 
Bid hell's black monarch my commands obey, Rom 
And give up Laius to the realms of day, With 
Whoſe ghoſt yet ſhivering on Cocytus' ſand, Tang 
Expects its paſſage to the further ſtrand : Rin 
Let the pale ſire reviſit Thebes, and bear d! 
Theſe pleaſing orders to the tyrant's ear; Ine ch. 
That, from his exil'd brother, ſwell'd with pride And b 
Of foreign forces, and his Argive bride, Irn: 
Almighty Jove commands him to detain And a 
The promis'd empire, and alternate reign : The 
Be this the cauſe of more than mortal hate: I here 
The reſt, ſucceeding times ſhall ripen into Fate. Aud fa 
The God obeys, and to his feet applies - © F(Where 
Thoſe golden wings that cut the yielding ſkies, Aud di. 
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His ample hat his beamy locks o erſpread, 

And veil'd the ſtarry glories of his head. 

He ſeiz'd the wand that cauſes ſleep to fly, 

Or in ſoft ſlumbers ſeals the wakeful eye; 

That drives the dead to dark Tartarian coaſts, 
Or back to life compels the wandering ghoſts. 
Thus, thro' the parting clouds, the ſon of May 
Wings on the whiſtling winds his rapid way; 


Now ſmoothly ſteers thro' air his equal flight, 


Now ſprings aloft, and towers th' ethereal height; 

Then wheeling down the ſteep of heaven he flies, 

And draws a radiant circle o'er the ſkies. 
Meantime the baniſh'd Polynices roves 

(His Thebes abandon'd) thro* th'Aonian groves, 


mile future realms his wandering thoughts delight, 
is daily viſion and his dream by night; 


forbidden 'Thebes appears before his eye, 
from whence he ſees his abſent brother fly, 
Vith tranſport views the airy rule his own, 


{And ſwells on an imaginary throne, 


Fain would he caſt a tedious age away, 


ud live out all in one triumphant day. | 
le chides the lazy progreſs of the ſun, = 
ud bids the year with ſwifter motion run. 


With anxious hopes his craving mind is toſt, 
and all his joys in length of wiſhes loſt. 


were antient Danaus' fruitful fields extend, 
Ad fam'd Mycene's lofty towers aſcend, 


The hero then reſolves his courſe to bend 5 


(Where late the ſun did Atreus' crimes deteſt, 
and difappear'd in horror of the feaſt.) 
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And now by chance, by fate, or furies led, 1 
From Bacchus' conſecrated caves he fled, Th 
Where the ſhrill cries of frantie matrons ſound, Fre 
And Pentneus' blood enrich'd the riſing ground. WI 
Ihen ſees Cithaeron towering o'er the plain, Fre 
And thence declining gently to the main. An 
Next to the bounds of Niſus realm repairs, | No 
Where treacherous Scylla cut the purple hairs : An 
The hanging cliffs of Scyron's rock explores, Th 
And hears the murmurs of the different ſhores : An 
Paſſes the ſtrait that parts the foaming ſeas, The 
And ſtately Corinth's pleaſing ſite ſurveys. An; 
Twas now the time when Phoebus yields to night, Nh 
And riſing Cynthia ſheds her ſilver light, Ruſ 
Wide o'er the world in folemn pomp the drew Old 
Her airy chariot, hung with pearly dew; Are 
All birds aud beaſts lie huth'd ; Sleep ſteals away | The 
he wild deſires of men, and toils of day, Ane 
And brings, deſcending thro* the ſilent air, Ih 
A ſweet forgetfulneſt of human care. dees 
Yet no red clouds, with golden borders gay, Ane 
Promile the ſkies the bright returns of day; "I The 


No faint reflections of the diſtant light 
Streak with long gleams the ſcatt'ring thades of night; 
From the damp earth impervious vapours tiſe, 
Increaſe the darkneſs, and involve the ſkies. 
At once the rathing winds with roaring found His | 
Burſt from th. Kolian caves, and rend the ground, | ofa 
With equal rage their airy quarrel try, 8 
And win by duns the kingdom of the ſky t: de 
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But with a thicker night black Auſter ſhrouds 
The heavens, and drives on heaps the rolling clouds, | 
From whoſe dark womb a rattling tempeſt pours, | 
Which the cold North congeals to haily ſhowers, 
From pole to pole the thunder roars aloud, 
And broken lightnings flaſh from every cloud. 
Now ſmoaks with ſhow'rs the miſty mountain-ground, 
And floated fields lie undiſtinguiſh'd round. 
Th' Inachian ſtreams with headlong fury run, 
And Eraſimus rolls a deluge on: 
The foaming Lerna ſwells abore its bounds, 
And ſpreads its antient poiſons o'er the grounds: 
Where late was duſt, now rapid torrents play, 
Ruſh thro' the mounds, and bear the damms away: 
01d limbs of trees from crackling foreſts torn, 
Are whirl'd in air, and on the winds are born: 
y | The ſtorm the dark Lycean groves diſplay'd, 
And firſt to light expos'd the ſacred ſhade, 
I' intrepid Theban hears the burſting ſky, 
fees yawning rocks in maſſy fragments fly, 
And views aſtoniſh'd, from the hills afar, 
The floods deſcending, and the watery war, 
That, driven dy ſtorms, and pouring o'er the plain, 
miele "wept herds and hinds, and houſes to the main. 
Thro' the brown horrors of the night he fled, 
Nor knows, amaz'd, what doubtful path to tread ; 
lis brother's image to his mind appears, [ fears. 
nd, lafames his heart with rage, and wings his feet with 
So fairs a ſallor on the ſtormy main, | 
When clouds conceal Bobtes' golden wain, 
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When not a ſtar its friendly luſtre keeps, The 
Nor trembling Cynthia glimmers on the deeps; for 
He dreads the rocks, and ſhoals, and ſeas, and ſkis 
While thunder roars, and light'ning round him fig Ed 
Thus trove the chief, on every ſide diſtreſs'd, Id 
Thus till his courage, with his toils encreas'd; IIb. 
With his broad ſhield oppos'd, he forc'd his way Nan 
Throꝰ thickeſt woods, and rous'd the beaſts of prey, Il { 
Till he beheld, where from Lariſſa's height Till 
The ſhelving walls refle& a glancing light : 
Thither with haſte the Theban hero flies; 
On this ſide Lerna's poiſonous water lies, 
On that Proſymna's grove and temple riſe : 
He paſs'd the gates which then unguarded lay, 
And to the regal palace bent his way; 
On the cold marble, ſpent with toil, he lies, 
And waits till pleaſing ſlumbers ſeal his eyes. 
Adraſtus here his happy people ſways, 
Bleſt with calm peace in his declining days. 
By both his parents of deſcent divine, 
Great Jove and Phoebus grac'd his noble line: 
Heaven had not crown'd his wiſhes with a ſon, 
But two fair daughters heir'd his ſtate and throne, 801 
To him Apollo (wonderous to relate 


But who can pierce into the depths of fate?) lerer 
Had fung—** Expect thy ſons on Argos ſhore, The 8 
« A yellow lion and a briſtly boar.“ Ver 
This long revolv'd in his paternal breaſt, And a 
Sate heavy on his heart, and broke his reſt ; * 2 


This great Amphiaraus, lay hid from thee, 
Tho' ſkill'd in fate, and dark futurity. 
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The father's care and prophet's art were vain, 
for thus did the predicting God ordain. 
kill 0 hapleſs 'Tydeus, whoſe ill-fated hand 
fs Had Nain his brother, leaves his native land, 
And ſeiz d with horror in the ſhades of night, 
Thro' the thick deſerts headlong urg'd his flight: 
Naw by the fury of the tempeſt driven, 
He ſeeks a ſhelter from th' inclement heaven, 
Till, led by fate, the Theban's ſteps he treads, 
And to fair Argos's open court ſucceeds. 
When thus the chiefs from different lands reſort 
TAdraſtus' realms, and hoſpitalle court; 
The King ſurveys his gueſts with curious eyes, 
And views their arms and habit with ſurpriae. 
A lion's yellow ſkin the Theban wears, 
Horrid his mane, and rough with curling hairs ; 
duch once employ'd Alcides' youthful toils, 
Ire yet adorn'd with Nemea's dreadful ſpoils, 
A boar's ſtiff. hide, of Calydonian breed, 
benides manly ſhoulders overſpread. 
Oblique his tuſks, erect his briſtles ſtood, 
Alive, the pride and terror of the wood. 
Struck with the ſight, and fix'd in deep amaze, 
The King th' accompliſh'd oracle ſurveys, 
lerere's Apollo's vocal caves, and owns 
The guiding Godhead, and his future ſons, 
Ver all his boſom ſecret tranſports reign, 
And a glad horror ſhoots thro' every vein. 
To heaven he lifts his hands, erects his ſight, 
And thus invakes the ſilent Queen of night. 
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Goddeſs of ſhades, beneath whoſe gloomy reign 
Yon' ſpangled arch glows with the ſtarry train; 
You who the cares of heaven and earth allay, 
Till nature quicken'd by th' inſpiring ray 
Wakes to new vigour with the riling day. 

O thou, who freeſt me from my doubtful ſtate, 
Long loſt and wilder'd in the maze of Fate! 
Be preſent ſtill, oh Goddeſs! in our aid; 
Proceed, and firm thoſe omens thou haſt made. 
We to thy name our annual rites will pay, 
And on thy altars facrifices lay; 
The fable floek ſhall fall beneath the ſtroke, 
And fill thy temples with a grateful ſmoke. 
Hail, faithful Tripos ! hail, ye dark abodes 
Of awful Phoebus : I confeſs the Gods! 
Thus, ſeiz d with ſacred fear, the monarch pray 00 
Then to his inner court the gueſts convey'd; Yer 
Where yet thin fumes from dying ſparks ariſe, } 
And duſt yet white upon each altar lies, 
The relics of a former ſacrifice. 
The King once more the ſolemn rites requires, * 
And bids renew the feaſts, and wake the fires, 
His train obey, while all the courts around 
With noiſy care and various tumult ſound. © 
Embroider'd purple clothes the golden beds; Medu 
This ſlave the floor, and that the table ſpreads; II 
A third diſpels the darkneſs of the night, There 
And fills depending lamps with beams of licht; 05 X 
Here loaves in caniſters are pil'd on high, Jiu : 
And there in flames the flaughter'd victims fly. IR 1 


Sub: 
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vblime in regal ſtate Adraſtus ſhone, 

retch'd on rich carpets on his ivory throne; 

4 lofty couch receives each princely gueſt; 

hund, at awful diſtance, wait the reſt. 

And now the king, his royal feaſt to grace, 
leeſtis calls, the guardian of his race, 

Imo firſt their youth, in arts of virtue train'g, 

nd their ripe years in modeſt grace maintain'd; 

jen ſoftly whiſper'd in her faithful ear, 

ind bade his daughters at the rites appear. 

(hen from the cloſe apartments of the night, 

The royal nymphs approach divinely bright; 

uch was Diana's, ſuch Minerva's face; 

Nor ſhine their beauties with ſuperior grace, 

it that in theſe a milder charm endears, 

id leſs of terror in their looks appears. 

on the heroes firſt they caſt their eyes, 

Wer their fair cheeks the glowing bluſhes riſe, 

[heir downcaſt looks a decent ſhame confeſs'd, 

Nen on their father's reverend features reſt, . 

"The banquet done, the monarch gives the ſign 

0 fill the goblet high with ſparkling wine, 

Which Danaus us'd in ſacred rites of old, 

"ith ſculpture grac'd, and rough with riſing gold. 

ere to the clouds victorious Perſeus flies, 5 


Meduſa ſeems to move her languid eyes, 
d even in gold, turns paler as ſhe dies. 
Ner from the chace Jove's towering eagle bears, 
Jen golden wings, the Phrygian to the ſtars: » 
Jill as he riſes in th' ethereal height, 
IA native mountains leſſen to his ſight; 
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While all his ſad.companions upward gaze, In. 
Fix'd on the glorious ſcene in wild amazez . » We 
And the ſwift hounds, affrighted as he flies, * 
Run to the ſhade, and bark againſt the ſkies. or 
This golden bowl with generous juice was croml] No 
The firſt libation ſprinkled on the ground, Th 
By turns on each celeſtial power they call; Thi 
With Phoebus' name reſounds the vaulted hall, || get 
The courtly train, the ſtrangers, and the reſt, To 
Crown'd with chaſte laurel, and with garlands dul An. 
While with rich gums the fuming altars blaze, 1 
Salute the god in numerous hymns of praiſe. Ah 
Then thus the King: Perhaps, my noble guell] on 
Theſe honour'd altars, and theſe annual feaſts I His 
To bright Apollo's awful name deſign'd, 4 He 
Unknown, with wonder may perplex your mind, h. 
Great was the cauſe; our old ſolemnities To « 
From no blind zeal or fond tradition rife; I Yet 
But ſav'd from death, our Argives yearly pay Was 
Theſe grateful honours to the God of Day. For 
When by a thouſand darts the Python ſlain And 
With orbs unroll'd lay covering all the plain, Dev, 
(Transfix'd as o'er Caſtalia's ſtreams he hung, Fed 
And ſuck'd new poiſons with his triple tongur) I The 
To Argos' realms the victor god reſorts, org 
And enters old Crotopus' humble courts. Witt 
This rural prince one only daughter bleſs'd, And 
That all the charms of blooming youth poſſeſt di F Ther 
Fair was her face, and ſpotleſs was her mind, ] Dem 
Where filial love with virgin ſweetneſs join d- B 
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& Happy | and happy ſtill ſhe might have prov'd, 
Were the leſs beautiful, or leſs belov'd! 
zut Phoebus lov'd, and on the flow'ry ſide | 
of Nemea's ſtream, the yielding Fair enjoy'd : 
Now, ere ten moons their orb with light adorn, 
Th' illuſtrious offspring of the God was born, 
The Nymph, her father's anger to evade, 
Retires from Argos to the ſylvan ſhade; 
To woods and wilds, the pleaſing burden bears, 
And truſts her infant to a ſhepherd's cares. 
How mean a fate, unhappy child ! is thine? 
Ah how unworthy thoſe of race divine? 
On flow'ry herbs in ſome green covert laid, 
'F His bed the ground, his canopy the ſhade, 
le mixes with the bleating lambs his cries, 
4 While the rude ſwain his rural muſic tries, 
To call ſoft Numbers on his infant eyes. 
Yet ev'n in thoſe obſcure abodes to live, 
Was more, alas! than cruel fate would give; 
For on the graſſy verdure as he lay, 
I uud breath'd the freſhneſs of the early day, 
Derouring dogs the helpleſs infant tore, 
Fed on his trembling limbs, and lapp'd the gore. 
) Th aftonith'd mother, when the rumour came, 
*Þ forgets her father, and neglects her fame, 
Vith loud complaints the fills the yielding air, 
And beats her breaſt, and rends her flowing hair; 
$0) F Then wild with anguiſh to her fire ſhe flies, 
"F Demands the ſentence, and contented dies. 
But touch'd with ſorrow for the deed too' late, 
The raging God prepares t' avenge her fate, 
Vor, II. Wi, t 
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He ſends a monſter, horrible and fell, 0 The 
Begot by furies in the depths of hell. A vic 
The peſt a virgin's face and boſom bears; And 
High on a crown a riling ſnake appears, ME and 


Guards her black front, and hiſſes in her hairs: J} -3 
About the realm ſhe walks her dreadful round, 
When Night with fable wings o'erſpreads the groz 
Devours young babes before their parent's eyes, 
And feeds and thrives on public miſeries. 

But gen'rous rage the bold Chorocbus warms, 
Choroebus, fam'd for virtue, as for arms; 

Some few like him, inſpir'd with martial flame, 
Thought a ſhort life well loſt for endleſs fame. 
Theſe, where two ways in equal parts divide, 
The direful monſter from afar deſcry'd; 

Two bleeding babes depending at her fide; 
Whoſe panting vitals, warm with life, ſhe draws, 
And in their hearts embrues her cruel claws. 

The youth ſurrround her with extended ſpears; 
But brave Choroebus in the front appears, 

Deep in her breaſt he plung'd his ſhining ſword, 
And hell's dire monſter back to hell reſtor'd. 
Th' Inachians view the ſlain with vaſt ſurprize, 
Her twiſting volumes, and her rolling cyes, „ac 
Her ſpotted breaſt, and gaping womb embru'd 


With livid poiſon, and our children's blood. or h: 
The croud in ſtupid wonder fix'd appear, r m 
Pale ev'n in joy, nor yet forget to fear. ad't 
Some with vaſt beams the ſqualid corpſe engage bold 


And weary all the wild efforts of rage. use 
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de birds obſcene, that nightly flock'd to taſte, 
Y Vith hollow ſcreeches fled the dire repaſt; 
JJ And rav'nous dogs, allur'd by ſcented blood, 
| And ſtarving wolves, ran howling to the wood. 
But fir d with rage, from eleft Parnaffus* brow 
enging Phoebus bent his deadly bow, 
kad hiſſing flew the feather'd fates below: 
{JA night of ſultry clouds involy'd around 
The tow'rs, the fields, and the devoted ground : 
And now a thouſand lives together fled, 
Death with his ſcythe cut off the fatal thread, 
And a whole province in his triumph led. 
But Phoebns, aſk'd why noxious fires appear, 
d raging Sirius blaſts the ſickly year; 
Demands the ir lives by whom his monſter fell, 
ind dooms a dreadful facrifice to hell. 

Bleſs'd be thy duſt, and let eternal fame 
Wittend thy Manes, and preſerve thy name, 
AWndaunted hero! who divinely brave, 
ls fuch a cauſe diſdain'd thy life to fave; 

Mit view'd the ſhrine with a ſuperior look, 
ind its upbraided Godhead thus beſpoke : - 
With piety, the ſoul's ſecureſt guard, 
Ind conſcious virtue, ſtill its own reward, 
Filling I come, unknowing how to'fear ; 
Ner ſhalt thou, Phoebus, find a ſuppliant here. 
iy monſter's death to me was ow'd alone, 
ua 'tis a deed too glorious to difown. 
old him here, for whom, ſo many days, 
upervious clouds conceal'd thy ſullen rays; 
K 2 
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For whom, as man no longer claim'd thy care, 1 
Such numbers fell by peſtilential air! con 
But if th' abandon'd race of human-kindſ xo 


From Gods above no more compaſſion find ; 
If ſuch inclemency in Heav'n can dwell, _ . 
Yet why muſt unoffending Argos feel 
The vengeance due to this unlucky ſteel ? 
On me, on me, let all thy fury fall, 
Nor err from me, ſince I deſerve it all- 1 
Unleſs our deſert eities pleaſe thy ſight, 
Or fun'ral flames reflect a grateful light. 
Diſcharge thy ſhafts, this ready boſom rend. «\FTouc 
And to the ſhades a ghoſt triumphant ſenddʒ FRepl 
But for my country let my fate atone, . | |. lis y 
Be mine the vengeance, as the erime my own. kame 
Merit diſtreſs'd, impartial Heav'n relieves + Korn 


Unwelcome liſe relenting Phoebus gives; on 
For not the vengeful pow r that glow d with rage, I no 
With ſuch amazing virtue durſt engage. And 


The clouds diſpers d, Apollo's wrath expir d, [ul xbef 
And from the wond' ring god the unwilling youth WO 
Thence we theſe altars in his temple raiſe, = Ir dr 
And offer annual honours, feaſts, and praiſez 1! 
Theſe ſolemn feaſts propitious Phoebus pleaſe: Four | 
Theſe honours, ſtill renew'd, his ancienr wrath appallfon 

But fay, illuſtrious gueſt (adjoin'd the King) *EVhat 
What name you bear, from what high race you {pri} kthi 
The noble Tydeus ſtands confeſs'd, and known *Þ Mich 
Our neighbour Prince, and heir of Calydon, [d 
Relate your fortunes, while the friendly nige N & 
And ſilent hours to various talk invite. Ia 
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The Theban bends on earth his gloomy eyes, 
confus d, and ſadly thus at length replies: 
fore theſe altars how ſhall I proclaim 

Oh gen'rous prince) my nation, or my. name, 

Or thro' what veins our ancient blood has roll d? 
Let the fad tale for ever reſt untold! 

Yet if, propitious to a wretch unknown, 

voa ſeek to ſhare in ſorrows not your own; 
Ao then, from Cadmus I derive. my race; 
"Flocaſta's ſon, and Thebes my native place. 

Iro whom the King (who felt his gen'rous breaſt 
Touch'd with concern for his unhappy gueſt) 
Aeplies.— Ah why forbears the ſon to name 
Ils wretched father, known too well by fame? 
ame, that delights around the world; to ſtray, 
eorns not take our Argos in her way. 

ra thoſe who dwell where ſuns. at diſtance roll, 
In northern wilds, and freeze beneath the pole; 


und thoſe who tread the burning Libyan lands, 


ul we faithleſs Syrtes, and the moving ſands 
b PE Who view the weſtern: ſea's extremeſt bounds, 
Mor drink of Ganges in their eaſtern grounds; 
IA theſe the woes of Oedipus have known, 
Tour fates, your furies, and. your haunted town. 
ak fon the ſons the parent's crimes deſcend, 


dat Prince from thoſe his lineage can defend ? 


in lethis thy comfort, that tis thine t' eſface 
Nach virtuous acts thy anceſtor's diſgrace, 
UF And be thyſelf the honour of thy race. 
"J Att fee the ſtars begin to {teal away,, 
Aud ſhine more faintly at approaching day. 
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Now pour the wine; and in your tuneful lays IN 

Once more reſound the great Apollo's praiſe. Wh 
Oh father Phoebus ! whether Lycia's coaſt for: 

And ſnowy mountains, thy bright preſence bony lk P 


Whether to ſweet Caſtalia thou repair, - Lor! 
And bathe in ſilver dews thy yellow hair; And 
Or pleas'd to find fair Delos float no more, Ilar 
Delight in Cynthus, and the ſhady ſnore; ho 


Or chuſe thy ſeat in Ilion's proud abodes, 

The ſhining ſtructures rais'd by lab'ring Gods: 
By thee the bow and mortal ſhafts are born; 
Eternal charms thy blooming youth adorn x 
Skill'd in the laws of ſecret fate above, 

And the dark counfels of almighty Jove, 

"Tis thine the ſeeds of future war to know, 

The change of Sceptres, and impending woe; 
When direful meteors ſpread thro' glowing air 
Long trails of light, and ſhake their blazing hair: 
Thy rage the Phrygian felt, who durſt aſpire 
T' excel the muſic of thy heav'nly lyre; 

Thy ſhafts aveng'd lewd Tityus' guilty flame, 
'Th' immortal victim of thy mother's fame; 

Thy hand flew Python, and the dame who loſt 
Her num'rous offspring for a fatal boaſt. | 
In Phlegyas' doom thy juſt revenge appears, 
Condemn'd to furies and eternal fears; 

He views his food, but dreads, with lifted eye, 
The mould'ring rock, that trembles from on high 
Propitious hear our pray'r, O Pow'r divine! 

And on thy hoſpitable Argos ſhine, 
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"I Nhether the ſtyle of Titan pleaſe thee more, 
I Whoſe purple rays th' Achaemenes adore; 
Tor great Oſiris, who firſt taught the ſwain 
u Pharian fields to ſow the golden grain; 
Jor Mitra, to whoſe beams the Perſian bows, 
And pays, in hollow rocks, his awful vows; 
Ylitra, whoſe head the blaze of light adorns, 
vo graſps the ſtruggling heifer's lunar horns. 
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From the Nix TH Book of 


pPVID's MET AMORPHOS ES. 


ME faid, and for her loſt Galanthis ſighs, 
When the fair Conſort of her ſon replies. 
ace you a ſervant's raviſh'd form bemoan, 
d kindly ſigh for ſorrows not your own; 
me (if tears and grief permit) relate 
dearer woe, a ſiſter's ſtranger fate. 
onymph of all Oechalia could compare 
I deauteous form with Dryope the fair, 
tender mother's only hope and pride, 
Nyſelf the offspring of a ſecond bride.) 
is nymph compreſs d by him who rules the day, 
om Delphi and the Delian ifle obey, 
Iremon lov'd; and, bleſs'd in all thoſe charms 
Ft pleas'd a God, ſucceeded to her arms. 
A hke their was, with ſhelving banks around, 
oe rerdant ſummit fragrant myrtles crown'd, 
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Theſe ſhades, unknowing of the fates, ſhe ſought, WE 
And to the Naiads flow'ry garlands brought; on 
Her ſmiling babe (a pleaſing charge) ſhe preſt ie « 
Within her arms, and nouriſh'd at her breaſt, rerce 
Not diſtant far, a wat'ry Lotos grows, id. 
The ſpring was new, and all the verdant bonghgy icir 
Adorn'd with bloſſoms, promis'd fruits that vie Jas, 


In glowing colours with the Tyrian dye: Ind 
Of theſe ſhe crop d to pleaſe her infant ſon, mbr; 
And I myſelf the ſame raſh act had done: 
But lo! I ſaw (as near her ſide I ſtood) hold 
The violated bloſſoms drop with blood. 'F 
Upon the tree I caſt a frightful look; pri 
The trembling tree with ſudden horror ſhook. d p 
Lotis the nymph (if rural tales be true) * 
As from Priapus' lawleſs luſt ſhe flew, nd cl; 
Forſook her form; and fixing here became fa 


A flow'ry plant, which ſtill preſerves her name! 9! 
This change unknown, aſtoniſh'd at the ſight} br 


My trembling ſiſter ſtrove to urge her flight: ne 
And firſt the pardon of the nymphs implor d Ar 
And thoſe offended ſylvan powrs ador'd: th 
But when ſhe backward would have fled, ſhe loan ll to 
Her ſtiff *ning feet were rooted in the gruund: ar | 
In vain to free her faſten'd feet ſhe ſtrove, | wy 
And as ſhe ſtruggles, only moves above; 1 uty: 
She feels th* encroaching bark around her grow is be 
By quick degrees, and cover all below: ST 


Surpriz'd at this, her trembling hand ſhe heaves' f 
To rend her hair; her hand is fill d with leaves Em 
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Where late was hair, the ſhooting leaves are ſeen 
oriſe, and ſhade her with a ſudden green. 
e child Amphiſſus to her boſom prelt, 
Perceiv'd a colder and a harder breaſt, 
id found the ſprings, that ne'er till then deny'd 
teir milky moiſture, on a ſudden dry d. 
6 kw, unhappy ! what I now relate, 
Fd ſtood the helpleſs witneſs of thy fate, 
nbrac'd thy boughs, thy riſing bark delay'd, 
ere wiſh'd to grow, and mingle ſhade with ſhades 
hold Andraemon, and th' unhappy fire 
\Pppear, and for their Dryope enquire; 
ppringing tree for Dryope they find, 
d print warm kiſſes on the panting rind. 
ſtrate, with tears their kindred plant bedew, 
ad cloſe embrace as to the roots they grew. 
e face was all that now remain'd of thee, 
more a woman, nor yet quite a tree; 
branches hung with humid pearls appear, 
n ev'ry leaf diſtills a trickling tear, 
straight a voice, while yet a voice remains, 
J's thro' the trembling boughs in ſighs complains: 
to the wretched any faith be giv'n, 
war by all th' unpitying pow'rs of heav'n, 
Wwiſul crime. this heavy vengeance bred; 
Futual innocence our lives we led: 
us be falſe, let theſe new greens decay, 
t founding axes lop my limbs away, 
Lerackling flames on all my honours prey. 
tom my branching arms this infant bear, 
tome kind nurſe ſupply a mother's care: 
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And to his mother let him oft be led, 

Sport in her ſhades, and in her ſhades be fed; 
Teach him, when firſt his infant voice ſhall frame 
Imperfect words, and liſp his mother's name, 

To hail this tree; and ſay with weeping eyes, 
Within this plant my hapleſs parent lies: 

And when in youth he ſeeks the ſhady woods, 

Oh, let him fly the cryſtal lakes and floods, 

Nor touch the fatal flow'rs; but, warn'd by me, 
Believe a Goddeſs ſhrin'd in ev'ry tree. | 0 
My fire, my ſiſter, and my ſpouſe, farewell! 

If in your breaſts or love, or pity dwell, N 
Protect your plant, nor let my branches feel T' 
The browzing cattle, or the piercing ſteel. 
Farewell! and ſince I cannot bend to join 

My lips to yours, advance at leaſt to mine. 
My fon, thy mother's parting kiſs receive, 
While yet thy mother has a kiſs to give. 

I can no more; the creeping rind invades 

My cloſing lips, and hides my head in ſhades? 
Remove your hands; the bark ſhall ſoon ſuffice 
Without their aid to ſeal theſe dying eyes. 

She ceas'd at once to ſpeak, and ceas'd to be; 
And all the nymph was loſt within the tree; * 
Yet latent life thro' her new branches reign'd, 
And long the plant a human heat retain'd. 
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| THE fair Pomona flouriſh'd in his reign; 
Of all the Virgins of the ſylvan train, 
© FNone taught the trees a nobler race to bear, 
Or more improv'd the vegetable care. 
To her the ſhady grove, the flowery field, 
The ſtreams and fountains, no delights could yield; 
Twas all her joy the ripening fruits to tend, 
And ſee the boughs with happy burthens bend. 
The hook ſhe bore inſtead of Cynthia's ſpear, 
To lop the growth of the luxuriant year, 
bez lo decent form the lawleſs ſhoots to bring, 
And teach th* obedient branches where to ſpring, 
For the cleft rind inſerted graffs receives, 
And yields an offspring more than nature gives; 
Nor ſliding ſtreams the thirſty plants renew, 
ind feed their fibres with reviving dew. 
Theſe cares alone her virgin breaſt employ, 


Herſe from Venus and the nuptial. joy. 
Vor. II. L ＋ 
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Her private orchards, wall'd on every fide, tn 
To lawleſs ſylvans all acceſs deny'd. 

How oft the Satyrs and the wanton Fawns, 
Who haunt the foreſts, or frequent the lawns, 
The God whoſe enſign ſcares the birds of prey, a 
And old Silenus, youthful in decay, Th 
Employ'd their wiles, and unavailing care, Th 
To paſs the fences, and ſurprize the fair? Th 
Like theſe, Vertumnus own'd his faithful flame, Re 
Like theſe, rejected by the ſcornful dame. 


To gain her ſight a thouſand forms he wears: 4 
And firſt a reaper from the field appears, | 1 
Sweeting he walks, while loads of golden grain * 
O'ercharge the ſhoulders of the ſeeming ſwain. \ 
Oft o'er his back a crooked ſeythe is laid, Jr 
And wreaths of hay his ſun-burnt temples ſhade; And 
Oft in his harden'd hand a goad he bears, Her 
Like one who late unyok'd the ſweeting ſteers. A 
Sometimes his pruning-hook corrects the vines, Your 
And the looſe ſtragglers to their ranks confines. Deix 


Now gathering what the bounteous year allows, Wha 
He pulls ripe apples from the bending boughs. Not 


A ſoldier now, he with his ſword appears; Uf 
A fiſher next, his trembling angle bears; Even 
Each ſhape he varies, and each art he tries, Ath, 
On her bright charms to ſeaſt his longing eyes. Ath, 

A female form at laſt Vertumnus wears, That 
With all the marks of reverend age appears, t it 
His temples thinly ſpread with ſilver hairs; 22} Whor 
Prop'd on his ſtaff, and ſtooping as he goes, And « 


A painted mitre ſheds his furrow'd brows, All tt 


AND POMONA. v. 50. 115 
The God in this decrepit form array d, | 
The gardens enter'd, and the fruit ſurvey'd; 5 
And Happy you! (he thus addreſs'd the maid)) 
« Whoſe charms as far all other nymphs out- ſhine, 
« As other gardens are excell'd by thine !” 
Then kiſs'd the fair; (his kiſſes warmer grow 
Than ſuch as women on their ſex beſtow.) 
Then plac'd beſide her on the flowery ground, 
beheld the trees with Autumn's bounty crown d. 
An elm was near, to whoſe embraces led, 
The curling vine her ſwelling cluſters ſpread : 
He view'd her twining branches with delight, 
And prais'd the beauty of the pleaſing ſight. 
Yet this tall elm, but for this vine (he faid) 


Had ſtood neglected, and a barren ſhade; 


And this fair vine, but that her arms ſurround 

Her marry'd elm, had crept along the ground. 
Ah! beauteous maid, let this example move 

Your mind, averſe from all the joys of love. 

Deign to be lov'd, and every heart ſubdue ! 

What nymph could e'er attract ſuch crouds as you? 

Not ſhe whoſe beauty urg'd the Centaur's arms, 

Uyſſes Queen, nor Helen's fatal charms. 

ren now, when ſilent ſcorn is all they gain, 

A thouſand court you, tho' they court in vain, 

A thouſand fylvans, demigods, and gods, 

That haunt our mountains and our Alban woods. 

but if you'll proſper, mark what I adviſe, 

Vhom age, and long experience render wile, 

And one whoſe tender care is far above 

All that theſe Lovers ever felt of love, 


116 VERTUMNUS! v8. 
(Far more than cer can by yourſclf be gueſs'd)/'7 


Fix on Vertumnus, and reject the reſt. 410 Hl 
For his firm faith I dare engage my own; I u 
Scarce to himſelf, himſelf is better nouuùn. IA 
To diſtant lands Vertumnus never roves; 74 of 
Like you, contented with his native groves; [Idi 
Nor at firſt ſight, like moſt, admires the fair; For 
For you he lives; and you alone ſhall ſhare For 
His laſt: affection, as his early care. 5m 
Beſides, he's lovely far above the reſt, Of 
With youth immortal, and with beauty bleſt. n! 
Add, that he varices cvery ſhape with eaſe, Ian 


And tries all forms that may Pomona pleaſe. 
But what ſhould moſt excite a mutual flame, 
Your rural cares, and pleaſures are the fame. 
Jo him your orchards early fruits are due, 

(A pleaſing offering when 'tis made by you) 
He values theſe; but yet (alas!) complains, 
That ſtill the beſt and deareſt gift remains. 

Not the fair fruit that on yon' branches glows 
With that ripe red th'autumal ſun beſtows 
Nor taſteful herbs that in theſe gardens riſe, 
Which the kind foil with milky ſap ſupplies 
You, only you, can move the God's deſire.: 
Oh crown ſo conſtant and fo pure a fire! 

Let ſoft compaſſion touch your gentle mind; 
Think, tis Vertumnus begs you to be kind 

So may no froſt, when early buds appear, 
Deſtroy the promiſe of the youthful year; 

Nor winds, when firſt your florid orchard blows, 
Shake the light bloſſoms from their blaſted boughs: 


AND POMONA. v. 112. 117 


This when the various God had urg'd in vain, 
He ſtrait aſſum'd his native form again; 
Such, and ſo bright an aſpect now he bears, 
As when thro” clouds th' emerging ſun appears, 
And thence exerting his refulgent ray, 
Diſpels the darkneſs, and reveals the day. 
Force he prepar d, but check'd the raſh deſign; 
For when, appearing in a form divine, 
The Nymph ſurveys him, and beholds the grace 
Of charming features, and a youthful face 
I her ſoft breaſt conſenting paſſions move, 
I I And the warm maid confeſs'd a mutual love. 
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ENGLISH POETS. 


Done by the Aurnox in his Youth, 


I. 
CHAUCER, 


OMEN ben full of Ragerie, 
Yet ſwinken nat fans ſecreſie. 

Thilke moral ſhall ye underſtond, 
from Schoole-boy's Tale of fayre Irelond: 
Vhich to the Fennes hath him betake, 
To filch the gray Ducke fro the Lake. 
light then, there paſſen by the Way 
lis Aunt, and eke her Daughters tway. 
Ducke in his trowſes hath he hent, 
Not to be ſpied of Ladies gent. 
gut ho! our Nephew, (cricth one) 
Ho! quoth another, Cozen John;“ 
Aud ſtoppen, and lough, and callen out. 
This ſilly Clerk full low doth lout : 
They aſken that, and talken this, 
"Lo here is Coz, and here is Miſs.” 


20 IMITATIONS OP . 


But, as he glozeth with ſpeeches ſoote, 

The Ducke fore tickleth his Erſe roote: 

Fore- piece and buttons all to- breſt, 

Forth thruſt a white neck, and red creſt. 
Te-he, cry'd Ladies; Clerke nought ſpake : 
Miſs ſtar'd; and gray Ducke crycth Quaake. 

46D O Moder, Moder, (quoth the daughter) 

t“ Be thilke ſame thing Maids longen a'ter ? 

« Bette is to pine on coals and chalk, 

«© Then truſt on Mon, whoſe yerde can talke.“ 
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THE ALL. E.. 


J. 
every Town where Thamis rolls his Tyde, 

A narrow Paſs there is, with Houſes low; 
ſhere ever and anon, the ſtream is ey'd, 
ind many a boat, ſoft ſliding to and fro. 
ere oft are heard the notes of Infant Woe, 
e ſhort thick Sob, loud Scream, and ſhriller Squall: 
tow can ye, Mothers, vex your children fo ? 
me play, ſome eat, ſome cack againſt the wall, 

uud as they crouchen low, for bread and butter call. 

II. 

ud on the broken pavement, here and there, 
Wth many a ſtinking ſprat and herring lie; 

brandy and tobacco ſhop is near, 

ud hens, and dogs, and hogs are feeding by; 

ad here a ſailor's jacket hangs td dry. 

tevery door are ſun-burnt matrons ſeen, 
Pending old nets to catch the ſcaly fry, 

o ſinging ſhrill, and ſcolding eft between; 

olds anſwer foul-mouth'd ſcolds; bad neighbourhood 

I ween, 


- — + — — * 
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III. 

The ſnappiſh cur, (the paſſengers annoy) 
Cloſe at my heel with yelping treble flies; 
The whimpering girl, and hoarſer-ſcreaming boy, 
Join to the yelping treble, ſhrilling cries; 
The ſcolding Quean to louder notes doth riſe, , 
And her full pipes thoſe ſhrilling cries confound; 
To her full pipes the grunting hog replies; 
The grunting hogs alarm the neighbours round, 
And curls, girls, boys, and ſcolds, in the deep bak 

are drown'd. 

IV. 

Hard by a Sty, beneath a roof of thatch, 
Dwelt Obloquy, who in her early days 
Baſkets of fiſh at Billinſgate did watch, 
Cod, whiting, oyſter, mackrel, ſprat, or plaice: 
There learn'd ſhe ſpeech from tongues that never au 
Slander beſide her, like a Magpie, chatters, 
With Envy, (ſpitting Cat) dread foe to peace; - 
Like a curs'd Cur, Malice before her clatters, 
And vexing every wight, tears clothes and all to tat 

a V. — 
Her dugs were mark'd by every Collier's hand, 
Her mouth was black as bull- dogs at the ſtall: 
She ſcratched, bit, and ſpar'd ne lace ne band, 
And bitch and rogue her anſwer was to all; 
Nay, e'en the parts of ſhame by name would all 
Yea, when ſhe paſſed by or lane or nook, | 
Would greet the man who turn'd him to the Wi 
And by his hand obſcene the porter took, 
Nor ever did aſkance like modeſt Virgin look. 


\ 
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Ich place hath Deptford, navy-building town, 111118 
ſoolwich and Wapping, ſmelling ſtrong of pitch ; Ii h | 
uch Lambeth, envy of each band and gown, I" 
Ind Twick' nam ſuch, which fairer ſcenes enrich, | 1 
ts, ſtatues, urns, and Jo- n's Dog and Bitch. 111001 
evillage is without, on either fide, 4 ; 
up the ſilver Thames, or all adown; . | | | | 
r Richmond's ſelf, from whoſe tall front are ey d | 118 
les, ſpires, meandring ſtreams, and Windſor' 8 | 
towery pride. | 
| 
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Of a Lady ſinging to her Lurz. 


| „5 4 146 | 

F. IR Charmer, ceaſe, nor make your voice vg 0 
A heart reſign'd the conqueſt of your eyes: Icon 
Well might, alas! that threatened veſſel fail, uni 
Which winds and lightning both at once aſſail. Ilo t 
We were too bleſt with theſe enchanting lays, Ikea 
Which muſt be heavenly when an Angel plays: ID 
But killing charms your lover's death contrive, - or 
Leſt heavenly muſic ſhould be heard alive. loth 


Orpheus could charm the trees, but thus a tree, Alk. 


Taught by your hand, can charm no leſs than he: ¶ let g 


A Poet made the ſilent wood purſue, „At ra 
This vocal wood had drawn the Poct too, the y 
; and | 


vo! 


Joa a Fan of the Author's deſign, in which was paint- 


ed the ſtory of Ceruazius and Prockis, with the 
Motto, Aura VE NI. 


NINOME, gentle Air! th' Zolian ſhepherd faid, 
1 While Procris panted in the ſecret ſhade; 
come, gentle Air, the fairer Delia cries, 
Aynwile at her feet her ſwain expiring hes. 
IL the glad gales o'er all her beauties ſtray, 
Breathe on her lips, and in her boſom play! 
In Delia's hand this toy is fatal found, 
Nor could that fabled dart more ſurely wound 3 
beth gifts deſtructive to the givers prove; 
„Alke both lovers fall by thoſe they love. 
het let guiltleſs too this bright deſtroyer lives, 
II random wounds, nor knows the wounds ſhe gives: 
he views the ſtory with attentive eyes, 
and pities Procris, while her lover dies. 
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COWLE.Y. 


THE GARDEN: 


Faix would my muſe the flow'ry Treaſure Gig 


And humble glories of the youthful Spring; 
Where opening Roſes breathing ſweets diffuſe, 
And ſoft Carnations ſhow'r their halmy dews; 


Where Lilies ſmile in virgin robes of white, 


'The thin undreſs of ſuperficial Light, 

And vary'd Tulips ſhow fo dazling gay, 
Bluſhing in bright diverſities of day. 

Each painted flouret in the lake below 

Surveys its beauties, whence its beauties grow; 
And pale Narciſſus on the bank, in vain 
Transformed, gazes on himſelf again. 

Here aged trees Cathedral Walks compoſe, 
And mount the hill in venerable rows; 

There the green Infants in their beds are laid, 
The Garden's Hope, and its expected ſhade. 
Here Orange-trees with blooms and pendants ſhiny, 
And vernal honours to their autumn join; 
Exceed their promiſe in the ripen'd ſtore, 

Yet in the riſing bloſſom promiſe more. 

There in bright drops the cryſtal Fountains play, 


By Laurels ſhielded from the picrcing day: 
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Where Daphne, now a tree as once a maid, 


Sill from Apollo vindicates her ſhade, 


Still turns her beauties from th' invading beam, 
Nor ſeeks in vain for ſuccour to the ſtream, 

The ſtream at once preſetves her virgin leaves, 
At once a ſhelter from her boughs receives, 
Where Summer's beauty midſt of Winter ſtays, 


And Winter's Coolneh ſpite of Summer's rays. 


— (————— —————— 
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| nen 


W HIL E Celia's Tears make ſorrow bright, 
Proud grief ſits ſwelling in her eyes; 
The Sun, next thoſe the faireſt light, 
Thus from the Ocean firſt did riſe: 
And thus thro' Miſts we ſee the Sun, 
Which elſe we durſt not gaze upon, 


Theſe ſilver drops, like morning dew, 
Foretel the fervour of the day : 

So from one cloud ſoft ſhow'rs we view, 
And blaſting lightnings burſt away. 

The ſtars that fall from Celia's eye, 

Declare our doom in drawing nigh. 


The Baby in that ſunny Sphere 
So like a Phatton appears, 
That Heav'n, the threaten'd World to ſpare, 
Thought fit to drown him in her Tears: 
Elſe might th' ambitious Nymph aſpire, 
To ſet, like him, Heav'n too, on fire. 


EWG LIS H $6875. 
V. 

E. of ROCHESTER, 

ON SILENCE. 


F. 
CILENC E] c6evill with Eternity; 
Thou wert, ere Nature's ſelf began to be, 
Tens one vaſt Nothivrg, aff; and all ſlept faſt in thee. 


. 


Thine wasthe fway, ere hen was form d, or earth, 
Ere fruitful Thought conceiv' d creation's birth, 
or fiidwife Word gave aid. and ſpoke the infant forth. 
II. i 
Then various elements, againft thee join'd, 
| It one more various animal combi d, 8 
And fram'd the clam'rous race of buſy Human- kind. 
FV. 
The tongue mov d gently firſt, and fpecch was low, 
Till wranyling Science taught it noiſe and ſhow, 
Ind wicked Wit aroſe, thy moſt abufive for. 
V. 
But rebel Wit deſerts thee oft in vain; 
Loſt in the maze of Words he tùrũs again, 10 
And ſeeks a ſurer ſtate, md courts thy gentle reign, 14 
R M 3 1.38 


t 10 IMITATIONS OF y; 16. 
VI. 
Afflicted Senſe thou kindly doſt ſet free, 
Oppreſs'd with argumental tyranny, 
And routed Reaſon finds a ſafe retreat in thee, 
PDE ., * 
With thee in private modeſt Dulneſs lies, 
And in thy boſom lurks in Thought's diſguiſe; 
Thou varniſher of Fools, and cheat of all the Wile! 
l VIII. 19 
Yet thy indulgence is by both confeſt; 
Folly by thee lies ſleeping in the breaſt, 
And 'tis in thee at laſt that Wiſdom ſeeks for reſi. 
IX. ved 
Silence the knave's repute, the whore's good nan 
'The only honour of the wiſhing dame; 
Thy very want of tongue makes thee a kind of Fan 
X 


But could'ſt thou ſeize ſome tongues that now ut 


free, 
How Church and State ſhould be oblig'd to thee! 
At Senate, and at Bar, how welcome would'ſt thoube 
XI, We 
Yet ſpeech ev'n there, ſubmiſſively withdraws, 
From rights of ſubjects, and the poor man's cant: 
Then pompous Silence reigns, and ſtills the noi 
Laws. 
XII. 
Paſt ſervices of friends, good deeds of foes, 
What Fax'rites gain, and what the Nation owt 
Fly the forgetful world, and in thy arms repoſe 


ENGLISH POET S. v. 37. 
XIII. 
The country wit, religion of the town, 
The courtier's learning, policy o' th' gown, 
Are beſt by thee expreſs'd; and ſhine in thee alone, 
XIV. 


131 


The parſon's cant, the lawyer's ſophiſtry, 
; Lord's quibble, critic's jeſt; all end in thee, 
& All reſt in peace at laſt, and ſleep eternalljx. 
[0 
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THO' Artemiſia talks, by fits, 
Of councils, claſſics, fathers, wits; 
Reads Malbranche, Boyle, and Locke: 
Yet in ſome things methinks ſhe fails, 
Tuere well if ſhe would pair her nails, 
And wear a cleaner ſmock. 


Haughty and huge as High-Dutch bride, 
Such naſtineſs, and ſo much pride 
Are oddly join'd by ſate : 
On her large ſquab you find her ſpread, 
Like a fat corpſe upon a bed, 
That lies and ſtinks in ſtate. \ 


She wears no colours (ſign of grace) 
On aay part except her face; 

All white and black beſide : 
Dauntleſs her look, her geſture proud, 
Her voice theatrically loud, 

And maſculine her ſtride. 


So have I ſeen, in black and white 
A prating thing, a Magpie hight, 
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Majeſtically ſtalk ; 

A ſtately, worthleſs animal, 

That plies the tongue, and wags the tail, 
All flutter, pride, and talk. 
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P HRYNE had talents for mankind, 
Open ſhe was, and unconfin'd, 
Like ſome free port of trade : 
Merchants unloaded here their freight, 
And Agents from each foreign ſtate, 
Here firſt their entry made. 


Her learning and good breeding ſuch, 

Whether th' Italian or the Dutch, 
Spaniards or French came to her : 

To all obliging ſhe'd appear: 

"Twas Si Signiar, twas Tau Mynheer, 
"Twas S'il vous plaiſt, Monſieur. 


Obſcure by birth, renown'd by crimes, 

Still changing names, religions, climes, 
At length ſhe turns a Bride: 

In diamonds, pearls, and rich brocades, 

She ſhines the firſt of batter'd jades, 
And flutters in her pride. 


So have I known thoſe Inſects fair 

(Which curious Germans hold ſo rare) 
Still vary ſhapes and dycs; 

Still gain new Titles with new forms; 

Firſt grubs obſcene, then wriggling worms,, . 
Ihen painted butterflics. 


ENGLIS H POETS. 
VII. 
DR. SWIFT. 


The Happy Life of a CounTary 


PARSON, 


DARSON, theſe things in thy poſſeſſing 


Are better than the Biſhop's bleſſing. 
Wife that makes conſerves; a Steed 
That carries double when there's need: 
ober ſtore, and beſt Virginia, 
Fythe-Pig, and mortuary Guinea: 
ttes ſent gratis down, and frank'd, 
r which thy Patron's weekly thank'd; 
© large Concordance, bound long ſince; 
FSrmons to Chatles the Firſt, when Prince: 
Chronicle of ancient ſtanding; 
| Chryſoſtom to ſmooth thy band in. 
e Polyglot - three parts, - my text, 


-Poubeit, —likewiſe—now to my next. 


'Þ here the Septuagint,—and Paul, 

o ſum the whole,—the cloſe of all. 

He that has theſe, may paſs his life, 

Pink with the Squire, and kiſs his Wife; 
Sundays preach, and cat his fill; 

d faſt on Fridays—if he will; 


Tast Church and Queen, explain the News, 


ak with Church-Wardens about Pews, 
y heartily for ſome new Gift, 
L ſhake his head at Dr. 8 — t. 
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MISCELLANIES 
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r 
Ei 0 
ROBERT Earl of Oxyoxp, and 
Earl MoxTIMER. 


QUCH were the notes thy otice-lov'd Poet ſuſig, 
Till Death untimely ſtop'd his tune ful tongue. 

oh juſt beheld! and loſt! admir'd and mourn'd! 

With ſofteſt manners, gentleſt arts adorh'd ! 

Bleſt in each fetence, bleſt in every ſtrain 

Dear to the Muſe! to Harney dear—in vain! 
For him, thou oft haſt bid the World attend, 

Fond to forget the ſtateſman in the friend; 

For Swirr and him defpis'd the farce of ſtate, 

The ſober follies of the wiſe and great; 

Dextrous, the craving, fawning croud to quit, 


And pleas'd to ſcape from Flattery to Wit. 


Abſent or dead, till let a friend be dear, 


© JF (A gh the abſent claims, the dead a tear) 


Recall thoſe nights that clos'd thy toilſome days, 


A Leill hear thy Parxers in his living lays, 


Who, careleſs now of Intereſt, Fame, or Fate, 
Perhaps forgets that Oxford e'er was great; 

Or deeming meaneſt what we greateſt call, 
Bcholds thee glorious only in thy Fall. 

N 2 
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And ſure, if aught below the ſeats divine 
Can touch Immortals, 'tis a Soul like thine: 
A Soul ſupremi, in each hard inſtance try d 
Above all Pain, all Paſſion, and all Pride, 
The rage of Power, the blaſt of publi Po, JT 
The luſt of Lucre, and the dread of v MY 

In vain to Deſerts thy retreat is made; 
The Muſe attends theeto thy ſilent ſhade*s 
"Tis hers, the brave man's lateſt ſteps to trace, 
Rejudge his acts, and dignify, diſ grace. 0? A 
When Intereſt calls off all her ſneaking train, 
And all th' oblig'd deſert, and all the vain; ,, 45 
She waits, or to the Scaffold, or the cell, pol 
When the laſt lingering friend has bid farewell. g 
Even now, ſhe ſhades thy Evening-walk with. hayg7 
(No hireling ſhe, no proſtitute to praiſe) . ba 
Even now, obſervant of the parting ray 
Eyes the calm Sun-ſct of thy various Day, n 
Thro' Fortune's cloud one truly great can ſee, . 
Nor fears to tell, that MORTIMER is he. 


MISCELLANIES. tat 
EFI8 TEM 
To JAMES CRAGGS, Eſq; 


SECRETARY of STATE. 


A Soul as full of Worth, as void of Pride, 
Which nothing ſeeks to ſhew, or needs to hide, 
Which nor to Guilt nor Fear, its Caution owes, 
And boaſts a Warmth that from no Paſſion flows. 
A Face untaught to feign 5 à judging Eye, 
That darts fevere apon a rifing Lie, 
And ſtrikes a bluſn thro' frontlefs Flattery. 
All this thou wert; and being this before, 
Know, Kings and Fortune cannot make thee more. 
Then ſcorn to gain a Friend by ſervile ways, 
Nor wiſh to lafe a Foe theſe Virtues rails; 
But candid, free, ſincere as you began, 
Proceed—a Miniſter, but ſtill a Man. 
be not (exalted to whate'er degree) 
Aſhaor'd of any Friend, not even of Me: 
The Patriot's plain, but untrod, path purfue; 


If not, 'tis 1 muſt be aftanr'd of You. 


N 3 
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8. 1 81 E 
7 0 
. IER VAS, 


With Mr. nen! 8 Wann ales of FresNorY's 
| Art of Painting. 
. 
HIS Verſe be thine, my friend, nor thou refuſe” 
This from no venal or ungrateful Muſe. if 
Whether thy hand ſtrike out ſome free deſign, 
Where Life awakes, and dawns at every line; 
Or blend in beauteous tints the colour'd maſs, 


And from, the canvas call the mimic face : 1 


Read theſe inſtructive leaves, in which conſpire 
Freſnoy's cloſe Art, and Dryden's native Fire: 
And reading wiſh, like theirs, our fate and fame, 
So mix'd our ſtudies, and ſo join'd our name; | 
Like them to ſhine thro' long ſucceeding age, 
So juſt thy ſkill, fo regular my rage. 

Smit with the love of Siſter-Arts we came, 
And met congenial, mingling flame with flame; 
Like friendly colours found them both unite, 
And each from each contract new ſtrength and lights 
How oft in pleaſing taſks we wear the day, 
While ſummer-ſuns roll unperceiv'd away ? 
How oft our ſlowly-growing works impart, 
While Images reflect from art to art? 


now oft review; each finding like a friend 


lere thy well- ſtudied marbles fix our eye; 

A fading Freſco here demands a ſighh: 

Lach heavenly piece unwearied we compare, 
Match Raphael's grace with thy lov'd Guido's air, 


et ſtill how faint by precept is expreſs'd 


jt 
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Something; to blame, and ſomething to commend ? 
What flatt'ring ſcenes our wand'ring fancy wrought, 

Rome's: pompous glories riſing to our thought ! 

Together o'er the Alps methinks we fly, 

fir d with Ideas of fair Italy. 

With thee on Raphael's Monument I mourn, 

Or wait inſpiring Dreams at Maro's Urn: 

With thee repoſe where Tully once was laid, 

Or ſeek ſome Ruin's formidable ſhade : 

While Fancy brings the vaniſh'd piles to view, 

And builds imaginary Rome a-new, 


Carracci's ſtrength, Corregio's ſofter line, 

Paulo's free ſtroke, and Titian's warmth divine. . 
How finiſh'd with illuſtrious toil appears | 

This ſmall, well-poliſh'd Gem, the“ work of years? 


The living image in the painter's breaſt ? 

Thence endleſs ſtreams of fair Ideas flow, 

itrike in the ſketch, or in the picture glow; 

Thence beauty, waking all her forms, ſupplies ' 

an Angel's ſweetneſs, or Bridgewater's eyes. 
Muſe! at that Name thy ſacred ſorrows ſhed, 

Thoſe tears eternal, that embalm the dead. 


| * Freſnoy employed above twenty years in finifhs 
ws his Poem, 
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Call round her Tomb each object of deſire, 

Each purer frame inform'd with purer fire: 

Bid her be all that chears or ſoftens life, 

The tender ſiſter, daughter; friend; and wife: 

Bid her be all that makes mankind adore ; 

Then view this marble, and be vain no mort! 
Vet ſtill her charms in breathing paint engage: 

Her modeſt cheek ſhall warm a future age. 

Beauty, frail flower that every feafon fears, 

Blooms in thy colours for a thouſand years. 

Thus Churehill's race ſhall other hearts ſurprize, 

And other Beauties envy Worſley's eyes; 

Fach pleaſing Blount ſhall endleſs ſmiles beſtow; 

And ſoft Belinda's blaſt for ever glow. 

Oh laſting as thoſe Colours may they ſhine, 
Free as thy ſtroke, yet faultleſs as thy lime; 
New graces yearly like thy works difptzy, 

Soft without weakneſs, without glaring gay; 
Led by ſome rule, that guides, but not conſtrains; I's: 


And finiſh'd more thro' happineſs than pains. ls 1 
The kindred Arts ſhall in their praiſe confpire, aw. 
One dip the pencil, and one ſtring the lyre. Nes 
Yet ſhould the Graces all thy figures place, il 
And breathe an air divine on every face; | ks 
Yet ſhonld the Maufes bid my numbers roll ren 
Strong as their charms, and gentle as their fouls ud 
With Zeuxis' Helen thy Bridgewater vie, w4 


And theſe be fung till Granville's Myra die: Poitu 
Alas! how little from the grave we claim! 
Thou but preferw ſt » Face, and l a Name. 


Nearful he play'd the trifle, Life, away; j 3 


Neiture was wept by all the brighteſt Eye: 
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N theſe. gay —_— the Loves d d Oe u, 

And all the Writer lives in every line; e 
His eaſy art may happy Nature ſeem, vs 
Trifles themſelves are elegant in img 
dure to charm all was his peculiar fate, 14 1) 
Who, without flattery, pleas'd the Fair and Great: 
till with eſteem no leſs convers'd than reuddd⁊˖ĩã/x 
Fith wit well-natur'd, and with books well bred? 
llis heart, his miſtreſs and his friend did ſhare, . © 
lis time, the Muſe, the witty and the fair. 

ws wiſely: carcleſs, innocently gay, +7 nent off 

ill fate ſcarce felt his gentle breath ſuppreſt,0/\ + | 

ſmiling infants ſport themſelves to reſt. 
ren rival Wits did Voiture's death deplore, 
ind the gay mourn'd who never mourn'd before; 
e trueſt hearts for Voiture heav'd with ſighs, 


e Smiles and Loves had dy'd in Voiture's deatk, 
it that for ever in his lines they breathe, 
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Let the ſtrict life of graver mortals be nd 
A long, exact, and ſerious Comedy; e 
In evefy ſcene ſome Moral let it teach, rn 


And, if it can, at once both pleaſe and preach, id 
Let mine, an innocent gay farce appear, e 
And more diverting ſtill than regular, 
Have Humour, Wit, a natiye Eaſe and Grace, 
Thoꝰ not too ſtricthy bound to Time and Place: \Prul 
Crities in Wit, or Life, are hard to pleaſe, 1 
Few write to thoſe, and none can live to theſe. 
Too much your Sex is by their forms confib'd, 
Severe to all, but moſt to Womankind; 
Cuſtom, grown blind with Age, muſt be your g 
Your pleaſure is a vices but not your pride; 
By Nature yielding, ſtubborn but for fame; gn 
Made Slaves by honour, and made Fools by that Pi 
Marriage may all thoſe petty Tyrants chafe, T7 
But ſets ap one, a greater in their place: 
Well might you wiſh for change by thoſe accurſh, 
But the laſt Tyrant ever proves the worſt. /- 
Still in conſtraint your ſuffering ſex remains, 
Or bound in formal, or in real chains : e 
Whole years neglected, for ſome months wa 
The fawning Servant turns a haughty Lord-- . 
Ah quit not the free innocence of life 
For the dull glory of a virtuous Wiſeʒ 197 
Nor let falſe Shews, nor empty Titles pleaſe: + I 
Aim not at Joy, but reſt content with Eaſe. 8 
The Gods, to curſe Pamela _— 
Gave the gilt Coach and dappled Flanders Mares, 


.'Y 


'Y 
t 
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Ne ſhining robes, rich jewels, 'beds of ſtate, 
Jad, to complete her bliſs, a Pool for Mate. 
Pe glares in Balls, front Boxes, and the Ring, 

| rain, unquiet, glittering, wretched Thing! ; 
„Pomp, and State but reach her outward part; 3K 
. and is no Dutcheſs at her heart. . ' 
But, Madam, if the fates withſtand, and you * 9 


deſtin'd Hymen's willing Wem too: | | 
ll 


[Truſt not too much your now reſiſtleſs charms, 
joſe, Age or Sickneſs, ſoon or late diſarms: ll 
od humonr: only. teaches charms to laſt,” © * © || 
4) n | 1 
rais d on Beanty, will like that decay, 3 
Ig may bear. its ſlender chain à day; . | 
flowery, bands in wantonneſFare word, © ö 
vnorning's pleaſure, and at evening torn; g 
dus binds in ties more eaſy, yet more ſtrong, * | 
Me willing heart, and only holds it long. b N 
I Thus * Voiture's early care till ſhone the fame, rn | 
6 d Monthauſier was only chang'd in name: T 
: if this, even now they live, even now they charm, _ 
Noir Wit ſtill ſparkling, and their flames till — 
xl dos crown'd with Myrtle, on th'Elyſian coaſt, 
id thoſe Lovers, joys his gentle Ghoſt : | 
wa, while with. ſmiles his happy lines you aim, 
| finds a fairer Rambaiiillet in you. 
oe 1 | þ bricheest eyes in France inſpir d his Maſe; * 
brighteſt eyes of Britain 'now. peruſe; ' N 
dead, as living, tis our Author's pride 
Uto charm thoſe who charm the world beſide; 
9.4, * Madaniiſelle Paulet. | be 9 „0 
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To the mw =_ 

a oF 4 | | 

On her leaving the Town after the ConoNX ATA M. 
7 17 


Au 
S ſome fond Virgin, whom her mother's care. 


Drags from the Town to wholeſome counti i To 

Juſt when ſhe learns to roll a melting eye, 1 
And hear a ſpark, yet think no danger nig; 1 
From the dear man unwilling ſhe muſt ſever, a4 
Yet takes one kiſs before ſhe parts for ever; ET 
Thus from the world fair Zephalinda flew,” 
Saw others happy, and with ſighs withdrewy; 8 
Not that their pleaſures caus'd her diſcontent, . 
She ſigh'd not that they ſtay d, but that ſhe went. 

She went to plain- work, and to purling brooks, 
Old-faſhion'd halls, dull Aunts, and croaking rogks: 
She went from Opera, Park, Aſſembly, Play, 
To morning-walks, and prayers three hours @ dayz 
To part her time 'twixt reading and 9 1 
To muſe, and ſpill her ſolitary tea, 
Or o'er cold coffee trifle witb the ſpoon, 5 
Count the ſlow Clock, and dine exact at noon; 6: tte 
|  Divert her eyes with pictures in the fire, 1 

Hum half a tune, tell ſtories to the Squire; 5 "0 (1M 


A 


0 - 


<- > 


l 1 MISCELLANIES. v. zr. 149 
ber godly garret after ſeven, 
y f Were ſtarve and pray, for that's the way to heaven. 
Some Squire, perhaps, you take delight to rack; 
hoſe game is Whiſk, whoſe treat a toaſt in ſack; 
Sho viſits with a gun, preſents you birds, 
A n gives a ſmacking buſs, and cries, —No words 
St with his hound comes hallooing from the ſtable, 
bre with nods, and Rnees beneath 2 table; 
hoſt laughs arc hearty, tho' his jeſts are coarſe, 
1 Ind loves you beſt of all things—but his horſe. 
1 In'fome fair evening, on your elbow laid, 
wn dream of triumphs in the rural ſhade; 
|: Epenſive thought recall the faricy'd ſcene, 
TX Ik Coronations riſe on every green, 


* 
von paſs th' imaginary ſights 
fer, and Earls, and Dukes, and garter'd Knights; 
* Mlle the ſpread fan o'erſhades your cloſing eyes; 
en give one flirt, and all the viſion flies. 
Imus vaniſh ſceptres, coronets, and balls, 
And leave you in lone woods, or empty walls! 
So when your Slave, at ſome dear idle time, 
Not plagu'd with head-aches, or the want of rhyme) 
2 Jftands in the ſtreets, abſtracted from the crew, 
ud while he ſeems to ſtudy, thinks of you; 
+ Juſt when his fancy points your ſprightly eyes, 
Jer ſees the bluſh of ſoft Parthenia riſe, 
©» Fray pats my ſhoulder, and you vaniſh quite, 
7 Ptreets, Chairs, and Coxcombs ruſh upon my ſight; 
3 d to be ſtill in town, I knit my brow, 
22. {Look four, and hum a Tune, as you may now. 
Vor. II. 0 7 
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CARDELIA. SMILINDA. 11 
be 


CARDELIA, 


HE Baſſt-Table ſpread, the Tallier come, * 
Why ſtays $M1LINDA in the Dreſſing-Room?.: By 
Riſe, penſive Nymph, the Taller waits for you: 
SMILINDA, oh 
Ah, Madam, ſince my SaarPrx is untrue, 

I joyleſs make my once ador'd Alper. 
I ſaw him ſtand behind OugRELIA's Chair, F 'B 


And whiſper with that ſoft, deluding air, 


And thoſe feign'd ſighs which cheat the liſt'ning fair. the, 

CARDELIA. And 

Is this the cauſe of your romantic ſtrains ? 5 [por 

A mightier grief my heavy heart ſuſtains. lam 

As you by lore, ſo I by Fortune croſs'd; pre, 

One, one bad Deal, Three Septlevas have loſt... Ine 
SMILIIN DA. 


s that the grief, which you compare with 2 T 
With eaſe, the ſmiles of Fortune I reſinn: une 
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1 Would all my gold in one bad Deal were gone;. 


= 
— . 


— 
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Were lovely SHARPER mine, and mine alone. 
CARDELIA, 
A lover loſt, is but a common care; 
And prudent nymphs againſt that change prepare: 
The Knave of CLvss thrice loſt: Oh! who eould 
gueſs 
This fatal ſtroke, this unforſeen diſtreſs? 
SMILINDA. 
See BxaTTY LovtT! very a propos, 
the all the cares of Love and Play does know: 
Dear Betty ſhall th' important point decide; 


betty, who oft the pain of each has try'd; 


2, 


Iimpartial, ſhe ſhall ſay who ſuffers moſt, 
” Cards Ill Uſage, or by Lovers Lui. 


Lover. 
'Tell, tell your griefs; attentive will I ſtay, 


| Tho' time is precious, and I want ſome tea. 


_. 


— 


. 
7 


CAR DELIA. | 
\ Behold this Equipage, by Mathers wrought, 
With fifty Guineas (a great Pen'worth) bought. 
ſe, on the Tooth-pick, Mars and Cupid ſtrive; 
And both the ſtruggling figures ſeem alive. 


pon the bottom ſhines the Queen's bright Face; 
Myrtle Foliage round the Thimble-Caſe. 


ſore, Jove himſelf does on the Sciflors ſhine ; 
The Metal, and the Workmaaſhip, divine! 
SMILINDA. 
This Snuf-box,—once the pledge of Sharper's love, 


When rival beauties for the preſent ſtrove; ' 
O 2 
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At Corticelli's he the raffle won; 
Then firſt his paſſion was in public ſhown : -— 
HAZARDI1A bluſh'd, and tyra'd her head aſide, 
A Rival's envy (all in yain) to hide. "£2 
This Szuf/-box,—on the Hinge ſee Brilliants mige! 
This Saaf-bex will I ſtake; the prize is mine. 
CAR DELIA. 

Alas! far leſſer laſſes than I bear, 
Have made a Soldier ſigh, a Lover ſwear. 
And oh! what makes the diſappointmept hard, | E 
"Twas my gun Lord that drew the fatal Card. 
In complaiſance, I took the yen he gave; 
Tho' my own ſeeret wiſh was for the Knave, 
The Knave won Sonica, which I had choſe; 


And the next Pull, my Septleua I loſe. . 


SMILINDA. 
But ah! what aggravates the killing ſmart, 
The cruel thought, that ſtabs me to the heart; 
This curs'd OMBREL1A, this undoing Fair, 
By whoſe vile arts this heavy grief I bear; 
She, at whoſe name I ſhed theſe ſpiteful tears, 
She owes to me the yery charms ſhe wears. 
An aukward Thing, when firſt ſhe came to Tewnz 
Her ſhape unfaſhion'd, and her Face unknown: 
She was my friend; I taught her firſt to ſpread 
Upon her fallow cheeks enlivening red: 
I introduc'd her to the Park and Plays; 
And by my intereſt, Coreus made her ſtays. 
Ungrateful wreteh, with mimic airs grown pert, 
She dares to ſteal my Favourite Lover's heart. 


CanpETIA. N 
Wretch that I was, how often have I ſwore, 
When WIX NAL tally'd, I would punt no more? 
I know the bite yet to my ruin run; 
And fee the Folly, which I cannot ſhun. - 
SMILINDA. 
How many maids have Sharper's yows deceiv'd ? 
How many curs'd the moment they believ d? 
Yet his known Falſhoods could no warning prove: 
Ah! what is warning to a Maid in Love? | 
CARDELIA. 
But of what marble muſt that breaſt be form'd, 
To gaze on Baſſet, and remain unwarm'd ? 


when Kings, Queens, Knaves, are ſet in decent rank; 


Expos'd in glorious heaps the tempting Bank, 


- IGuincas, Half-guineas, all the ſhining train; 


The Winner's pleaſure, and the loſer's pain: 
I bright confuſion open Rouleaus lie, 
They ſtrike the Soul, and glitter in the Eye. 


I Fir'd by the fight, all reaſon I diſdain; 


My Paſſions riſe, and will not bear the rein. 
Look upon Baſſey, you who reaſon boaſt; 
And ſee if reaſon muſt not there be loſt. 


SMILINDA. 


Can hearken coldly to my Sharper's Vows ? 
Then, when he trembles! when his Bluſhes riſe! 
When awful Love ſeems melting in his Eyes! 


Ven eager beats his Mechlin Cravat moves: 


Ne loves, I whiſper to myſelf He loves! 
O 3 
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What more than marble muſt that heart compoſe, 
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Such unfeign'd Paſſion in his looks appears, 
I loſe all memory of my former fears; 

My panting heart confeſſes all his charms, 

I yield at once, and ſink into his arms. 
Think of that moment, you who prudence boaſt; 
For ſuch a moment, Prudence well were loſt. 


ino CARDELIA, ?\ (0 
At the Gan ates s, batter'd Bullies play, 
Some Duxłks at Mary-Bone bowl Time away. Ibot 
But who the Bowl, or rattling Dice compares I WI 
To Baſſet's heavenly Joys, and pleaſing Cares? bef 
SMILINDA. Ex: 
Soft SIMPLICETTA doats upon a Beau; Iba 
PRubiN A hates a Man and laughs at Show. Ira 
Their ſeveral graces in my SuaxrRR meet; The 
Strong as the Footman, as the Maſter ſweet. Irhe 
Lovrr. e 


Ceaſe your contention, which has been too long: IT. 
I grow impatient, and the Tea's too ſtrong. 
Attend, and yield to what I now decide; 
The Equipage ſhall grace SIN DA's Side: AN 
The Snufſ-box to Can DIA I decree,, 
Now leave complaining, and begin your Tez. 


— 4 


N 
= 
, 


Verbatim from B01 LEA v. 
Un * dit un Autcur, ae. 


NCE (ſays an Author, where I need not ſay) 
Two Travellers found an Oyſter in their way; 


Both fierce, both hungry; the diſpute grew ſtrong, 
{While Scale in hand Dame Juſtice paſt along. 


Before her each with clamour pleads the Laws, 
Explain'd the matter, and would win the cauſe, 
Dame Juſtice weighing long the doubtful Right, 


' Fakes, opens, ſwallows it, before their ſight. 


The cauſe of ſtrife remov'd fo rarely well, 


Irhere take (fays Frſtice) take ye each a Shell. 


Ve thrive at Weſtminſter on Fools like you: 
Twas a fat Oyſter—Live in peace— Adieu. 


ANSWER to the following Queſtion 
of Mrs. Howe, 


| WHAT 1s PxvDeRy ? 


"Tis a Beldam, 


en with Wit and Beauty ſeldom. 


Iris a fear that ſtarts at ſhadows. 


Tis (no, tisn't) like Miſs Meadows. 
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"Tis a Virgin hard of Feature, 

Old, and void of all good-nature; 

Lean and fretful; would ſeem wiſe ; 

Yet plays the fool before ſhe dies. 

"Tis an ugly, envious Shrew, 

That rails at dear Lepell and Lou. 


Occaſioned by ſome Verſes of his Grace | 
the Duke of BuckIiNGHAM. 


Ms, tis enough: at length thy labour ends, 1 A 
And thou ſhalt live, for Buckingham commends, 


Let Crowds of Critics now my verſe aſſail, Lay 
Let Dennis write, and nameleſs numbers rail: * 
This more than pays whole years of thankleſs pain, . 
Time, health, and fortune are not loſt in vain. | 
Sheffield approves, conſenting Phocbus bends, * 


And I and Malice from this hour are friends. 


& - 


Was there a generous, a reflecting mind, 
I but pitied BzL1sakivs old and blind? 


Ihen preſs'd by want and weakneſs, Dzxvis lies; 
Dennis, who who long had warr'd with modern Huus, 
Irbeir Quibbles routed, and defy'd their Puns; 


IAgainſt the Gothic Sons of frozen verſe : 
low chang'd from him who made the boxes groan, 


' I Maul the French Tyrant, or pull down the Por! * 
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* 


PROLOG VUE 
By Mr. Pop x, 1 


To a Play for Mr. DrxNIS's Benefit, in 1733, when 
he was old, blind, and in great Diſtreſs, a little 
before his Death. 


S when that Hero, who in cach Campaign, 
Had brav'd the Goth, and many a Vandal ſlain, 
Lay Fortune-ſtruck, a ſpectacle of Woe ! 
Wept by each Friend, forgiven by every Foe ; 


Was there a Chief but melted at the Sight ? 
A common Soldier, but who clubb'd his Mite ? 
duch, ſuch emotions ſhould in Britons riſe, 


A deſperate Bulwark, ſturdy, firm, and fierce, 


And ſhook the ſtage with 'I'hunders all his own! 
Stood up to daſh each vain PxeTENDER'Ss hope, 


* 9 


— — — 


us MISCELLANIES. 


If there's a Briton then, true bred and born, * 
Who holds Dragoons and wooden ſhoes in ſcorn; - 
If there's a Critic of diſtinguiſh'd rage ; * q 
If there's a Senior, who contemns this age ; 'W 
Let him to-night his juſt aſſiſtance lend, 10 U 


And be the Critic's, Briton's, Old Man's Friend. 


MA CER: A CnaRacTER. 


a 6 U | 
HEN ſimple Macer, now of high renown, 
Firſt fought a Poet's Fortune in the Town, 
*T was all th Ambition hig high ſoul could feel, 
To wear red ſtockings, and to dine with Steel. 
Some Ends of verſe his betters might afford, 
And gave the harmleſs fellow a good word. 
Set up with theſe, he ventur'd on the Town, ; 
And with a borrow'd Play, out-did poor Crown. Vi 
There he ſtopp'd ſhort, nor ſince has wrote a tittle, F wh 
But has the Wit to make the moſt of little: T 
Like ſtunted hide-bound Trees, that juſt have got 
Sufficient ſap at once,to bear and rot. Ty = 
Now he begs Verſe, and what he gets commends, | E 
Not of the Wits his foes, but Fools his friends. de fi 
So ſome coarſe Country Wench, almoſt decay d, Th 
Trudges to town, and firſt turns Chambermaid; 
Aukward and ſupple, each devoir to pay ; 
She flatters her good Lady twice a day; , 
Thought wondrous honeſt, tho" of mean degree, 
And ſtrangely lik'd for her Simplicity: 
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In a tranſlated Suit, then tries the Town, -- 2 20 
With borrow'd Pins, and Patches not her own nt 
But juſt endur'd the Winter ſhe began, 
And in four Months a batter'd Harridan. | 
Now nothing left, but wither'd, pale, and brunk, 
To bawd for 2 and go ſhares with Punk. |: / 


. %. 
JOHN. MOORE,/ 
UTHOR of the celebrated Worm PowpER., 


How much, egregious Moore, are we 

Deceiv'd by ſhews and forms ! 

Vhate'er we think, whate'er we ſee, i 
All Humankind are Worms. 


2 
- 


Plan is a very Worm by birth, 
Vile, reptile, 'weak, and vain ! 7 
'f while he crawls upon the earth, | 
Then ſhrinks to earth again. 


hat Woman is a Worm, we find 
E'er ſince our Grandame's evil; 

» Phe firſt convers'd with her own kind, 
That antient Worm, the Devil. 


24 


5 


ie Learn'd themſelves we Book-worms name, 

The Blockhead is a Slow-worm; - 

ie Nymph whoſe tail is all on flame, 

ls aptly term'd a Glow-worm ; + #1744 bath 
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The Fops are painted Butterflies, 
That flutter for 4 day; 
Firſt from a Worm they take their riſe, 
And in a Worm decay. 


The Flatterer an Eatwig grows; 
Thus Worms ſuit all conditions ; 

Miſers are Muck-worms, Silk-worms Beaus, 
And Death-watches Phyficians. 


That Stateſmen have the Worm, is ſeen 
By all their winding play; | 

Their Conſcience is & Worm within, 
That gnaws them _ and day. 


Ah Moore! thy ſkill were well employ'd, 
And greater gain would riſe, 

If thou couldſt make the Courtier vold 
The Worm that never dies! 


© learned Friend of Abchurch-Lane, 
Who ſett'ſt our entrails free; 

Vain is thy Art, thy Powder vain, 
Since Worms ſhall eat even thee, 


Our fate thou only can'ſt adjourn 
Some few ſhort years, no more! 

Even Button's Wits to Worms ſhall turn, 
Who Maggets were before. | 


MISC. B. LLLANIE& 


_ „ 


S ON G, by a Perſon of Quality. 


Written in the Tear 1733. 
I, 


FLutt'ring ſpread thy purple Pinions | 


Gentle Cupid, o'er my Heart: 


la Slave in thy Dominions;. 164) 428201125 


Nature muſt give Way to Art, 

Is. , 
| Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 
Nightly nodding o'er your Flocks, 
(Pee my weary Days conſuming, 
All beneath yon flow'ry Rocks. 


* 
— 


Thus the Cyprian Goddeſs weeping, 
Mourn'd Adonis, darling Youth : 
lim the Boar, in Silence creeping, 
Gor'd with unrelenting Tooth. 
4 IV, 
Cynthia, tune harmonius Numbers; 
Fair Diſcretion, ſtring the Lyre; 
dooth my ever-waking Slumbers: 
Bright Apollo, lend thy Choir. 
V. 
. Gloomy Plato, King of Terrors, 
ä Arm'd in adamantine Chains, 


— 
wa” | 


Lead me to the Cryſtal Mirrors, 
Wat'ring ſoft Elyſian Plains. 
Vol. II. P 


III. , 


—— 
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ä VI. 
Mournful Cypreſs, verdant Willow, 
Gilding my Aurelia's Brows, 
Morpheus hov'ring o'er my Pillow, 
Hear me pay my dying Vows, 
VII. 
Melancholy ſmooth Maeander, 
Swiftly purling in a Round, 
On thy Margin Lovers wander, 
With thy flow'ry Chaplets crown'd. 
VIII. | 
Thus when Philomela drooping, 
Softly ſeeks her ſilent Mate, 
gee the Bird of Juno ſtooping 
Melody reſigns to Fate. 


On a certain LADY at Couxr. 


Know the thing that's moſt uncommon; 
(Envy be ſilent, and attend!) 
I know a reaſonable Woman, 
Handſome and witty, yet a Friend. 


Not warp'd by Paſſion, aw'd by Rumour, 
Not grave thro' Pride, nor gay thro? Folly, 
An equal mixture of good Humour, 
And ſenſible ſoft Melancholy. 


MISCELLANIES. 


&« Has ſhe no faults then (Envy fays) Sir?“ 
Yes, ſhe has one, I mult aver: 

When all the World confpires to praiſe her, 
The Woman's deaf, and does not hear. 


On his GROTTO at Twickenham, 


COMPOSED OF 


ManrBLzs, Sears, Grus, Orgs, and MINERALS, 


THo U who ſhalt ſtop, where Thames tranſlucent 
wave 
Shines a broad Mirrour thro' the ſhadowy Cave; 
Where ling'ring drops from min'ral Roofs diſtill, 
And pointed Cryſtals break the ſparkling Rill, 
Unpoliſh'd Gems no Ray on Pride beſtow, 
And latent Metals innocently glow : 
Approach. Great NAaTuxz ſtudiouſly behold! 
And eye the Mine without a wiſh for Gold. 
Approach: But awful! Lo! th' Zgerian Grott, 
Where, nobly penſive, ST. Jon ſate and thought; 
Where Britiſh ſighs from dying Wy xDnan ſtole, 
And the bright flame was ſhot thro' MaxcumonT's 
Soul. 
Let ſuch, ſuch only, tread this ſacred Floor, 
Who dare to love their Country, and be poor. 
P 3 
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To Mrs. M. B. on her BIRTH-Da r. 


On be thou bleſt with all that Heav'n can ſend, 

Long Health, long Youth, long Pleaſure, and a 
Friend: 

Not with thoſe Toys the female world admire, 

Riches that vex, and Vanities that tire. 

With added years, if Life bring nothing new, 

But like a Sieve, let ev'ry bleſſing thro', 

Some joy ſtill loſt, as each vain year runs o'er, 

And all we gain, ſome ſad Reflection more; 

Is that a Birth-Day ? *tis alas! too clear, 

"Tis but the Fun'ral of the former year. 

Let Joy or Eaſe, let Affluence or Content, 
And the gay Conſcience of a life well ſpent, 
Calm ev'ry thought, inſpirit ev'ry grace, 

Glow in thy heart, and ſmile upon thy face. 
Let day improve on day, and year on year, 
Without a Pain, a Trouble, or a Fear; 

Till Death unfelt that tender frame deſtroy, 

In ſome ſoft dream or Ecſtaſy of joy, 

Peaceful ſleep out the Sabbath of the Tomb, 
And wake to Raptures in a Life to Come, 
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To Mr. THOMAS SOUTHERN, 


On his Birth-Day, 1742. 


RE SIGN'D to lire, prepar'd to die, 
With not one ſin, but poetry, 

This day Tom's fair account has run 

(Without a blot) to eighty-one. 

Kind Boyle, before his poet, lays 

A table, with a cloth of bays; 

And Ireland, mother of ſweet ſingers, 

Preſents her harp (till to his fingers. A 

The feaſt, his tow'ring genius marks 

In yonder wild-gooſe and the larks! 

The muſhrooms ſhow his wit was ſudden! 

And for his judgment, low a pudden ! 

Roaſt beef, tho? old, proclaims him ſtout, 

And grace, altho' a bard, devout. 

May Tom, whom Heav'n ſent down to raiſe 

The price of prologues and of plays, 

Be ev'ry birth-day more a winner, 

Digeſt his thirty-thouſandth dinner; 

Walk to his grave without reproach, 

And ſcorn a raſcal and a coach. 


P y 


EIA ne 


His ſaltem accumulem donis, et fungar inani 
Munere! | NC. 


I. 


On Cnart ts Earl of DorstrT, 


In the Church of Wytham in Suſlex, 


ORSET, the Grace of Conrts, the Muſes Pride, 
Patron of Arts, and judge of Nature, dy'd. 

The ſcourge of Pride, tho' ſanctified or great, 
Of Fops in Learning, and of Knaves in State: 
Yet ſoft his Nature, tho” ſevere his Lay, 
His Anger moral, and his Wiſdom gay. 
Bleſt Sat'riſt! who touch'd the Mean fo true, 
As ſhow'd, Vice had its hate and pity too. 
Bleſt Courtier! who could King and Country pleaſe, 
Yet ſacred keep his Friendſhips, and his Eaſe. 
Bleſt Peer! his great Forefathers ev'ry grace 
Reflecting, and reflected in his Race; 
Where other BucxnvrsTs, other DorstTs ſhine, 
And Patriots ſtill, or Poets, deck the Line, 


On 
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On Sir WILLIAM TRUMBAL, 


One of the principal Secretaries of State to King 
WILLIAM III. who having refigned his Place, 
died in his Retirement at Eaſthamſted in Berk- 
ſhire, 1716. 


Pleaſing Form; a firm, yet cautious Mind; 
Sincere, tho' prudent; conſtant, yet refign'd : 
Honour unchang'd, a Principle profeſt, 
Fix'd to one fide, but mod'rate to the reſt ; 
An honeſt Courtier, yet a Patfiot too; 
Juſt to his Prince, and to his Country true : 
Fill'd with the Senſe of Age, the Fire of Youth, 
A Scorn of wrangling, yet a Zeal for Truth; 
A gen'rons Faith, from Superſtition free ; 
A love to Peace, and hate of Tyranny; 
Such this Man was; who now, from Earth remov'd, 
At length enjoys that Liberty he lov'd. 


III. 


On the Hon. SIMON HarcouRT, 

Only Son of the Lord Chancellor HaxcounT ; 
at the Church of Stanton-Harcourt in Ox- 
fordſhire, 1 7 20. 


O this ad ſhrine, whoe'er thou art! draw near, 
Here lies the Friend moſt lov'd, the Son moſt dear: 


| 
| 


| 
| 
| 
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Who ne'er knew Joy, but Friendſhip might divide, 
Or gave his Father Grief but when he dy'd. 

How vain is Reaſon, Eloquence how weak ! 
If Pope muſt tell what HaxcovkT cannot ſpeak. 
Oh let thy once-lov'd Friend inſcribe thy Stone, 
And, with a Father's ſorrows mix his own! 


IV. 


On JAMES CRAG G8, Eſq. 
In Weſtminſter- Abbey. 


JACOBUS CRAGGS 
REGI MAGNAE BRITANNIAE A SECRETIS 
ET CONSILIIS SANCTIORIBUS, 
PRINCIPIS PAKITER AC POPULI AMOR ET 
DELICIAE ; 
VIXIT TITULIS ET INVIDIA MAJOR 
ANNOS, HEU PAUCOS, XXXV, 
oB. FEB, XVI. MDCCXX, 
Stateſman, yet Friend to Truth ! of Soul ſincere, 
In Action faithful, and in Honour clear 
Who broke no Promiſe, ſerv'd no private End, 
Who gain'd no Title, and who loſt no Friend, 
Ennobled by Himſelf, by All approv'd, 
Prais'd, wept, and honour'd, by the Muſe he lov'd 
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V. 


Intended for Mr. ROWE, 
In Welſtminſter-Abbey, 


HY reliques, Rows, to this fair Urn we truſt, 
And ſacred, place by Dxrven's awful duſt: 

Beneath a rude and nameleſs ſtone he lies, 
To which thy Tomb ſhall guide inquiring eyes. 
Peace to thy gentle ſhade, and endleſs reſt! 
Bleſt in thy Genius, in thy Love too bleſt ! 
One grateful woman to thy fame ſupplies 
What a whole thankleſs land tao his denies. 


VI. 


On Mrs. CORBET, 
Who died of a Cancer in her breaſt, 


ERE refts a Woman, good without pretence, 
Bleſt with plain Reaſon, and with ſober Senſe : 
No Conqueſts ſhe, but o'cr herſelf, deſir'd, 
No Arts eſſay d, but not to be admir'd. 
Paſſion and Pride were to her Soul unknown, 
Convinc'd that Virtue only is our own. 
So unaffected, ſo compos'd a mind; 
So firm, yet ſoft; ſo ſtrong, yet ſo refin'd; 
Heav'n, as its pureſt gold, by Tortures try d; 
The Saint ſuſtain'd it, but the Woman dy d. 


= 


e 
VII. 


On the Monument of the Honourable Roztxr 
Dix, and of his Siſter MAR x, erected by 
their Father the Lo RD DIGBx, in the Church 
of Sherborne in Dorſetſhire, 1727. 


(20! fair Example of untainted youth, No! 
Of modeſt wiſdom, and pacific truth: Wh 

Compos'd i in ſuff rings, and in joy ſedate, Lies 

Good without noiſe, without pretenſion great. Due 

Juſt of thy word, in ev'ry thought ſincere, I 

Who knew no wiſh but what the world might hear: Her 

Of ſofteſt manners, unaffected mind, 

Lover of peace, and friend of human kind: 

Go live! for Heav'n's eternal year is thine, 

Go, and exalt thy Moral to Divine. { 
And thou, bleſt Maid! attendant on his doom, 

Penſive haſt follow'd to the ſilent tomb, 

Stcer'd the ſame courſe to the ſame quiet ſhore, 

Not parted long, and now to part no more! | I E 

Go then, where only bliſs ſincere is known! 

Go, where to love and to enjoy are one! Irhy < 
Vet take theſe Tears, Mortality's relief, ſoh bo 

And till we ſhare your joys, forgive our grief: 0 ſoft 

Theſe little rites, a Stone, a Verſe receive; For th 


Tis all a Father, all a Friend can give! And tl 
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On Sir GoprRETY ENELLER, 


In Weſtminſter- Abbey, 1723. 


F 
* 
— 


ch KN ELLER, by Heav'n and not a Maſter taught, 
Whoſe art was Nature, and whoſe Pictures | 
Thought; 
Now for two ages having ſnatch'd from Fate 
Whate' er was beauteous, or whate' er was great, 
Lies crown'd with Princes honours, Poet's lays, 
Due to his Merit, and brave Thirſt of praiſe. 
Living, great Nature fear'd he might outvie 
r: Her works; and, dying, fears herſelf may die. 


=. 
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IX. 


On General HENRY WITRHEXS, 
In Weſtminſter-Abbey, 17 29. 


| HE RE, Witazxs, reſt! thou braveſt, gentleſt 
mind, | Y | 

[Thy Country's friend, but more of human kind. 

oh born to Arms! O Worth in Youth approv'd! 

19 foft Humanity, in Age belov'd! 

kor thee the hardy Vet'ran drops a tear, 

And the gay Courtier feels the ſigh ſincere. 
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W1THERS, adieu! yet not with thee remove 

Thy Martial ſpirit, or thy focial love! 

Amidſt Corruption, Luxury, and, Rage, 

Still leave ſome ancient Virtues to our age: 

Nor let us ſay, (thoſe Engliſh glories gone) 

The laſt true Briton lies beneath this ſtone. 


— 


On Mr. Er1jan FEN TON, 
At Eaſthamſted in Berks. 1730. 


HIS modeſt Stone, what few vain Marbles can, 
May truly ſay, Here lies an honeſt Man: 

A Poet, bleſt beyond the Poet's fate, 
Whom Heav'n kept ſacred from the Proud and Great: 
Foe to loud Praiſe, and Friend to learned Eaſe, 
Content with Science in the Vale of Peace, 
Calmly he looi.'d on either Life, and here 
Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear; 
From Nature's temp'rate feaſt roſe ſatisfy d, 
Thank'd Heaven that he had liv'd, and that he dy d 


Tat, 
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On Mr. G A T, 
In Weſtminſter- Abbey, 1732. 


' F Manners gentle, of Affections mild; "= 
In Wit, a Man; Simplicity, a child : 
With native Humour temp'ring virtuous Rage, 

Form'd to delight at once and laſh the age: 
Above Temptation in a low Eſtate, 
And uncorrupted, ev'n among the Great : 
IA ſafe Companion, and an eaſy Friend, 

1 Unblam'd thro' Life, lamented in thy End. 
Theſe are 'Thy honours! not that here thy Buſt 
Is mix'd with Heroes, or with Kings thy duſt; 


® put that the Worthy and the Good ſhall ſay, 

Striking their penſive boſoms Here lies Gar. 
at: . 

XII. 
Intended for Sir Isaac NEwTON, 
In Welſtminſter- Abbey. 

11 ISAACUS NEWTONUS: 
7 


Quem Immortalem 
Teſtantur Tempus, Natura, Coelum : 
Mortalem 
Hoc marmor fatetur. 
Nature and Nature's Laus lay hid in Night: 
GOD faid, Let Newton be! and all was Light. | 


Vo. II. 4 
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XIII. 


On Dr. Francis AT TERBU Rx, 
Biſhop of Rocheſter; 


Who died in Exile at Paris, 1732. 


"His only daughter having expired in his arms, imme- 
diately after ſhe arrived in France to fee him.] 


DIALOGUE. 


SHE. 
7 .S, we have liv'd—one pang, and then we part! 
May Heav'n, dear Father! now have all thy heart. 
Yet ah! how once we lov'd,-remember ſtill, 
ill you are duſt like me. 


HE. 
Dear Shade! I will : 
Then mix this duſt with thine O ſpotleſs Ghoſt! 
O more than Fortune, Friends, or Country loſt! 
Is there on Earth one care, one wiſh beſide ? 
Yes—SAVE My CouNTRY, HEAY'N, 
— He ſaid, and dy'd. 
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XIV. 


On Ep UND Duke of BuckiNGHAM, 
Who died in the Nineteenth Year of his Age, 


1735 

F modeſt Youth, with cool Reflection crown'd, 

And ev'ry op'ning virtue blooming round, 
Could ſave a Parent's juſteſt Pride from fate, 
Or add one Patriot to a ſinking ſtate; 
This weeping marble had not aſ{k'd thy Tear, 
Or fadly told, how many hopes lic here! 
The living Virtue now had ſhone approv'd, 
The Senate heard him, and his country lov'd. 
Yet ſofter Honours, and leſs noiſy Fame 
Attend the ſhade of gentle BucxinGaam ! 
In whom a Race, for Courage fam'd and Art,, 
Ends ui the milder Merit of the Hcart; 
And Chiefs or Sages long to Britain giv'n, 
Pays the laſt Tribute of a Saint to Hcav'n. 


XV. 


For One who would not be buried in 
Weſtminſter-Abbey. 


HEROES and K1xGs! your diſtance keep; 
In peace let one poor Poct ſleep, 
Who never flatter'd Folks like you : 


Let Horace bluth, and Virgil tow, 
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Another, on the ſame. 


NDER this Marble, or under this Sill, 

Or under this Turf, or e' en what they will; 
Whatever an Heir, or a Friend in his ſtead, 
Or any good creature ſhall lay o'er my head, 
Lies one who ne'er car'd, and ſtill cares not a pin 
What they ſaid, or may ſay of the mortal within: 
But who, living and dying, ſerene till and free, 
Truſts in op, that as well as he was, he ſhall be. 


THE END OF THE SECOND YOLVU ME. 


K. 


